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To the Right Honourable 


Lr Ro BERT WALPOLE, 


NKuigbt of the moſt Noble ORDIX of 
the GARTER, 


7 HIL E the Peace of Europe, 
5 2 and che Lives and Fortunes 


e ſels, it may be thought an 
Offence againſt the publick Good to divert, 
by Trifles of this Nature, any of thoſe 
Moments, which are ſo ſacred to the Welfare 
' our Country. 
ut however ridicul'd or exploded the 
Muſes may be, in an Age when their greateſt 
| A 2 


\- : 


kind , depend on Your Coun- 


Fayou- 


"DEDICATION. 
Favourites are liable to the Cenſure and 
Correction of every Boy or Idiot, who ſhall 
have it in his power to ſatisfy the Wanton- 
neſs of an evil Heart, at the Expence of the 

Reputation and - Intereſt of the ' beſt Poet, 
yet has this Science been eſteemed, honour- 
ed, protected, and often profeſſed by the 
preateſt Perſons of Antiquity. Nations and 
the Muſes have generally e the ſame 
Protectors. 

The Reaſon of this is obvious: As the 
beſt Poets have owed their Reward to the 
greateſt Heroes and Stateſmen of their Times, 
ſo thoſe Heroes have owed to the Poet that 

poſthumous Reputation, which is generally 
the only Reward that attends the greateſt 

Actions. By them the Great and Good 
blaze out to Poſterity, and triumph over 
che little Malice and Envy wich once pur- 
ied them. 

Protect therefore, Sir, an Art Rom which 
You may promiſe Your ſelf ſuch notable 
Advantages ; when the little Artifices of Your 
nen which You have ſurmounted, ſhall 
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DEDICATION. 


be forgotten, when Envy ſhall ceaſe to miſte- 
preſent Your Actions, and Ignorance to miſ- 
apprehend them. The Muſes ſhall remember 
their Protector, and the wiſe Stateſman the 
generous Patron, the ſtedfaſt Friend, and the 
true Patriot; but above all that Humanity 
and Sweetneſs of Temper, which ſhine thro” 
all your Actions, ſhall render the Name of 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE dear to his no 
longer ungrateful Country. 

That Succeſs may attend all Your Coun- 
ſels; that You may continue to preſerve us 


from our Enemies Abroad, and to triumph 


over Your Enemies at Home, is the ſincere 
Wiſh of, 


$ 1. 
Tour moſt obliged, 
Moſt obedient humble Servant, 


* | 
HENRY FIELDING. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


YN early Youth, our Author firſt be 
I To 2555 ith #be Follies of * ,— 


wi 


Her want of Art, his aniRilPd Muſe bewaifd, 
And where bis Fancy pleas'd, bis Judgment fail'd. ( 
Hence, your nice Taſtes be ſtrove to entertain, 
With unſpap'd Monſters of a wanton Brain! 
He taught Tom Thuin ſtrange Victories to boaſt, 
Slew Heaps of Giants, and then hill 4 Ghoſt ? 
To e. or — ſcorn d * 1 —_— 
And t your Champion, *gai e Cauſe of Senſe ! 
piper repentin Trolle Tl. bes of Yamth, 22 
Once more he flies to Nature, zo Truth: 
In Virtne's juſt Defence, aſpires to Fame, 
And court Applauſe without the Applander's Shame ! 
Impartial let your Praiſe, or Cenſure flow, | | 
Hur, as he brings no Friend, he hopes to find no Foe. | 
His Muſe in Cbopks too unpolite was bred, | 
T, apprebend _ mou pr can _ : 
ſare, no Man's Capacity leſs an 
ecauſe he's been at Oxford or 44 Temple ! 
He ſhews but little Judgment, or diſcerning, 
o thinks Taſte baniſh'd from the Seats of Learning. 
Nor is leſs falſe, or ſcandalous th Aſperfion, 
That ſuch will ever damn their own Diverſion, 
But, Poets damn'd, lite Thieves convicted, ad, 
Rail at their Jury, and deny the Fact 
To Night (yet Strangers to the Scene) youll view, 
A Pair of Monſters moſt entirely new. h 
Two Characters ſcarce ever found in Life, 
A willing Cuckold--- ſells his willing Wife! 
Bat, from Whatever Glime the Creatures come, 
Condemn em not--- becanſe nat found at home: 
If then, true Nature in his Scenes you trace, 
Not Scenes, that Comedy to Farce debaſe ; 
If Modern Vice deteſtable be ſhews, 
And vicious, as it is, he draws the Tous; 
Tho no loud Laugh _— the ſerions Page, 
Reſtore the ſinking Honour of the Stagb 
The Stage which was not for law Farce defign'd, 
But to divert, inſtru, and mend Mankind. 
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E PI L O G u E. 
Spoken by Mr. H E R O N. 


S Malefactors, on their dying Day, 

Have way at the Tree, to ſay; 
So I, before to Exile I go down, 
With 7 hard hapleſs Fate would warn the Town. 
Hue Quadrille! Hy! Fly the tempting Evil! 
For when our laſt Stake's bft tis ſure the Devil! 
With curſt Quadrille avoid my fatal Shame, 
Or if you can t---- at leaf play all the Game 
Of ſpotleſs Fame, be chary as your Lives] 

eep wide of Proof, and you're the beft of Wives! 

Husbands moft Faults, not publick made, connive at; 
The Trip's a Trifle--- when the Frailty's private. 
What can a Poet hope, then, that reveals em? 
The Fair might like the Play, whoſe Plot conceals em; 
For who would favour Plays to be #bus us'd, | 
None ever were by Opetas abnsd! | 
Or could they warble Scandal out at random, 
Where were the Harm, while none could underſtand "em? 
Bat I no more maſt hear thoſe many Strains gy 
Condemn'd, alas! to Woods and lonely Plains ! 
Gay — now, turm d to Conntry+Fairs, 
And croaking Rooks ſupply ſoft Eunuch Airs. | 
No Ring, no Mall--- no Rat, tat, tat, at Doors, * 
And, O hard Fate! for dear Quadrille--- All-Fours. 
No more neu Plays! but that's a ſmall Offence, 
Your Taſte will ſhortly baniſh them from hence. 
Tet ere I part, methinks, it were to wrong you, 
Nor to bequeath ſome Legacies among you. 
My Reputation, I for Prades — { 
In hopes their Seriineſs what's amiſs will mend. 
My young Gallants, let ancient Maidens kill, 
And take my Husband---- any Soul that will! 
Our Author to the ſpotleſs Fair I give, 
For his chaſte Wife to grant him a Reprieve : 
Whatever Faults to me may be imputed, 
In her yo view your Virtues unpolluted. 
In her ſweet Mind, even Age and wandring Youth 
uſt own the Tranſports of Connubial Truth: . 
Thus each Extreme is for Inflruftion meant, 
nd ever was the Stages true Intent, 


To give Reward to Virtue, Vice its Puniſhment. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| MEN. 
Lord Richly. | Mr. Cibher. 
Mr. Bellamant. | Mr. Wilks. 
Cop. Bellamant. Mr. Citber, Jun. 
Mr. Gaywit. Mr. Mills, Jun. 
My. Modern. 8 Mr. Bridgewater. 
, Lord Lazy. © | Mr. Bomax. 
Col. Courtly. | Mr. Hallam, Jun. 
Mr. Woodall, . 1 8 < Mr, Harper. 
Cap. Merit. Mr. Pager. 
Cap. Bravemore. C_ Mr. Vatſon. 
John, Servant zo Modern. Mr. Berry. 
Porter to Lord Richly. * Mr. Mallart. 
25 WOMEN. 4 
Lady Charlotte Gaywit. Mrs. Cibber. 
Mrs. Bellamant. Mrs. Horton. 
Mrs. Modern. Mrs. Heron, 
Emilia. | Mrs. Batler. 
_ Lately. | Mrs. Charke. 
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ACT Tannen 
SC E NE, Mrs. Modern's Houſe. 
| Mrs. Modern ' at ber Toilet : Lately attending. 


Mrs. MoDEe = N. 


b! this Creature is longer in ſticking 
Pin, than ſome People are in dre 


a Head. Will you never have — 
fumbling ? 


Sz Iv WS 4 


is dreſt. 


Mrs. Modern. Dreſt ay, moſt R dreſt, I 
am ſure — If it were not too late, I wou'd begin ir 
all again. This Gown is wretchedly made, and does 
not become me — when was Trick/y here? | 
_ Lately. Yeſterday; Maam, with her Bill. 
Mrs. Modern. How! her Bill already? 


= 


Lately. She ſays, Maam, your Ladyſhip bid her 
bring-it. 


Mrs. Modern: Ay, to be ſure, ſhe'll not fail to res 
member that. 


Lately. She ſays too, Maam, that ſhe's in great 
Diltres for her Money. | 
B Mr. 


MODERN HUSBAND. 


a * 


* 


Lately. There, Maam, your Ladyſhip 


- The MODERN HUSBAND. 


1 Modern. W 
any one who is not 

Loy. What hall 1 do, Mazin, when ihe comes 
again 

e Modern. You muſt you muſt ſend her away 
I think. 
Lately. Yes, Maam, but — 
Mrs. Modern. But — but what? don't trouble me 
with your Impertinence, I have other things to think 
on— Bills ! Bills! Bills! I wonder, in a civiliz'd Na- 
tion, there are no Laws againſt Duns. [Knocking at the 
* Come in. 


SCENE II. 


To them Footman. 


Foot, My Lady Ever-play, Madam, gives her hum- 
ble Service to you, and deſires your Ladyſhip's _ 
| pany To-morrow Se*nnight to make a Party at 

drill with my Lady Loſe-all, and Mrs. e 

Mrs. Modern. Lately, bring the Ouadrille Book hi- 
ther, ſee whether I am engag'd. 

Lately. Here it is, Maam. 

Mrs. Modern. Run over the Engagements. 

Lately. _— „February 5. at Mrs. Sguabble's; 16. 
day, at Mrs. Witleſs's; Wenſday, at Lady Matadore's; 
Tburſday, at Mrs. Fiddle-Faddle's; Friday, at Mrs. 
Ruin's, Saturday, at Lady Trifle's 3 Sunday, at Lady 
Barbara Pawnjewels. 

Mrs. Modern. W hat is the Wench doing? — ſce for 
how long I am 2 this rate you will not 
7 done this Hour. 8 

tely. Maam, your ip is engag d ev'ry 
__ till Thurſday — Wet. . | 
1. Modern. My Service to Lady Ever-play, 1 have 
Parties ev'ry Night till Thur/day three Weeks, and 
then I ſhall be very glad if ſhe will get two more at 
my Houſe — and — Tom — take the Roll of Viſits, 
and go with my Chair to pay ee remember not 
to > call at Mrs, hs ac s. | 
| SCENE 


The MODERN HUSBAND. 3 
SCEN EE IL 
Mrs. Modern, Lately. | 

J intend to leave off her Acquainranee, for I never 
ſee any People of Faſhion at her Houſe ; which, in- 
deed, I do not wonder at, for the Wretch is hard] 
ever to be found without her Husband. And truly, 4 
think, ſhe is not fit Company for any other. Did you 
ever ſee any one dreſs like her, Lately? 

Lately. Oh, frightful! I have wonder'd how your 
Laſhip cou'd endure her ſo long. 

Mrs. Modern. Why, ſhe” plays at Quadrille worſe 
than ſhe dreſſes, and one wou'd endure a great deal in 
a Perſon who loſes her Money. 

Lately. Nay, now I wonder that your Laſhip has 
left her off at all. | " 

Mrs. Modern. Truly, becauſe ſhe has left off Play; 
and now ſhe rails at Cards for the ſame Reaſon, as 
ſome Women do at Gallantry — from ill Succeſs. — 
Poor Creatures! how ighorant they are, that all their 
railing is only a loud Proclamation, that they have loft 
their Money, or a Lover! 

Lately. They may rail as long as they pleaſe, Maam, 
they will never be able to expel thoſe two Pleaſures 
our of the World. 

Mrs. Modern. Ah, Lately! IT hope, I ſhall be ex- 
pell'd out of the World firſt. Thoſe Quadrille Rings 
of mine are worth more Money, than four of the beſt 
Brilliants ——There is more Conjuration in theſe dear 
Circles; ¶ She, a Ring.] Theſe Spades, Hearts, Clubs 
and Diamonds. Heark, I hear my Husband coming, 

o you down Stairs. [Exit Lately.] Husband, did I 

y? Sure, the Wretch, who ſells his Wife, deſerves 
another Name; but I muſt be eivil to him while I 
deſpiſe him, | 
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SCENE IV. 
Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern. 


Mrs. Modern. My Dear, Good-morrow. 

Mr. Modern. I hope, you flept well laſt Night, 
Madam; that is, I hope, you had good Succels at 
Cards. 

; Mrs. Modern. Very indifferent. I had won a con- 


- fiderable Sum if it had not been for a curſed Sans- 


prendre-vole, that ſwept the whole Table. That La- 


dy Weldon has ſuch Luck, if I were ſuperſtitious, I 


ſhou'd forſwear playing with her for I never play'd 
with her, but I cheated, nor ever play'd with her, 
bur I loft. | | 

Mr. Modern. Then without being very ſuperſtitious, 
I think, you may ſuſpect that ſhe cheats roo. 

Mrs. Modern. Did I not know the other Company 
—— for the very worſt of Qzadrille is, one cannot 
cheat without a Partner. The Diviſion of a Booty 


| go one more Pain, than the winning it can Plea- 


ure — I am to make up Accounts to-morrow with 
Mrs. Sharpring but where to get the Money, I 
know not, unleſs you have it, Child. | 

Mr. Modern. I have it! I wanted to borrow ſome 
of you; unleſs you can raiſe me yoo Pounds by to- 
morrow Night, I ſhall be in a fair way to go to Jail 
the next Morning. ak tate 

Mrs. Modern. If the whole Happineſs of my Lite 
depended on it, I cou'd not get the tenth part. 


Mr. Modern. You do not manage Lord Richly right: 


Wen will give any thing to a Woman they are fond 
of. | | 
Mrs. Modern. But not to a Woman whom they 
were fond of The Decay of Lord Richly's Paſſion 
is too apparent for you not to have obſerv'd it, He 
viſits me ſeldom, and I am afraid, ſhou'd I ask a Fa- 
vour of him, it might break off our Acquaintance. 
Mr. Modern. Then, I ſee no reaſon tor your Ac- 
quaintance z he dances no longer at my Houſe, if he 
will not pay the Muſick—Bur hold, I have a Thought 
come 


me 
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come into my Head, may oblige him to it, and make 
better Muſick for us than you imagine. 

Mrs. Modern. What is it ? | 

Mr. Modern. Suppoſe, I procur'd Witneſſes of his 
Familiarity with you I ſhou'd recover ſwinging 
Damages. 

Mrs. Modern. But then my Reputation 

Mr. Modern. Pooh, you will — enough to gild 
it; never fear your Reputation, while you are rich 
for Gold in this World covers as many Sins, as Cha- 
rity in the next. So that get a great deal, and give 
away a little, and you ſecure your Happineſs in both. 
Beſides, in this Caſe, all the Scandal falls on the Hus- 
band. | 

Mrs. Modern. Oh no! I ſhall be no more viſited — 
Farewel, dear Quadrille; dear, dear, $ans-prendre- vole, 
and Matadores. | 
Mr. Modern. You will be forc'd to quit theſe Plea- 
ſures otherwiſe, for your Companions in 'em will 
quit you the very Moment they apprehend our fink- 
ing Fortune, You will find that Wealth has a ſurer 
Intereſt to introduce Roguery into Company, than 
Vertue to introduce Poverty. ' | | 

Mrs. Modern. Y ou will never perſuade me: my Re- 
putation is dearer to me than my Life. 

Mr. Modern. Very ſtrange, that a Woman who 
made ſo little Scruple of ſacrificing the Subſtance of 
her Vertue, ſhou'd make fo much of parting with the 
Shadow of it. D! 

Mrs. Modern. Tis the Shadow only that is valua- 
ble Reputation is the Soul of Vertue. 

Mr. Modern. So far indeed, that it ſurvives long 
after the Body is dead. Tho' to me, Vertue has ap- 
peared nothing more than a Sound, and Reputation is 
its Echo. Is there not more Charm in the Chink of 
a thouſand Guineas, than in ten thouſand Praiſes? But 
what need more Arguments, as I have been contented 
to wear Horns for your Pleaſure, it is but reaſonable, 
you ſhou'd let me ſhow em for my Profit. 


B 3 Mrs. 
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. Mrs. Modern. If my Pleaſures, Mr. Modern, had 
been your only Inducement, you wou'd have acted 
another Part. How have you maintain'd your Figure 
in the World ſince your Loſſes in the South-Sea, and 
others? and do you upbraid me with the Crimes 
which you your ſelf have licens'd —— have liv'd by? 
Mr. Modern. Had I follow'd my own Inclinations, 
I had retir'd ; and inſtead of ſupporting theſe Extra- 
vagances by ſuch Methods, had reduc'd my Pleaſures 
to my Fortune. Twas you, Madam, who by your 
unbridl'd Pride, and Vanity run me into Debt, and 
then l gave up your Perſon to ſecure my own. 
Mrs. Modern. Ha! have 1 ſecur'd thy worthleſs Per- 
ſon at the Expence of mine? no, Wretch, *tis at the 
Price of thy Shame, I have purchas'd Pleaſures. Why, 
why do 1 ſay thy Shame? the mean, the groveling 
Animal, whom any fear cou'd force to render up the 
Honour of his Wife, muft be above the fear of Shame. 
Did I not come unblemiſht to thee? Was not my Life 
unſpotted as my Fame, till at thy baſe Intreaties I 
ave up my Innocence?—Oh ! that I had ſooner {cen 
thee ſtarve in Priſon, which yet I will, ere thou ſhalt 
reap the Fruits of my Misfortunes. No, I will pubs» 
liſh-thy Diſhonour to the World. 
Mr. Modern. Nay, but, my Dear. 
Mrs. Modern. Deſpicable Monſter ! 
Mr. Modern. But, Child, hearken to Reaſon. 
Mrs. Modern. Never, never. 8 
Mr. Modern. I own my ſelf in the wrong. I ask ten 
thouſand Pardons. I will ſubmit to any Puniſhment. 
Mrs. Modern, To upbraid me with — _ 
Mr. Modern. My Dear, I am in the wrong, I ſay: 
I never will be guilty of the like again. 
Mrs. Modern. —— me a while, perhaps, I may 
come to my ſelf. 
Mr. Modern. My Dear, I am obedient. Sure, the 
Grand Seignior has no Slaye equal to a contented 


Cuckold. Exit. 


SCENE 


* 
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. 
Mrs. Modern alone. 


Mrs. Modern. What ſhall I do? Money muſt be 
rais'd but how? Is there on Earth a Perſon that 
wou'd lend me twenty Guineas ! I have loſt Gaywit's 


Heart too long to expect any thing there, nor wou'd 


my Love ever ſuffer me to ask him. Ha! Bellamant, 
e may do it: he is generous, and I believe, he 
oves me. I will try him, however — W hat wretched 
Shifts are they oblig'd to make uſe of, who wou'd 
ſupport the Appearance of a Fortune which they have 


not ! [ Exit, 
S CE N E VI. 
The Street before Lord Richly's Door. 


| Cap. Merit. 

Cap. Merit. 'That is the Door I muſt attack, and I 
have attackt a City with leſs Reluftance, There is 
Pore Hardſhip in one Hour's baſe Solicitation at a 

cy6e, than in a whole Campaign. bo 


SCENE VII. 
| Cap. Merit, Porter. 
Cap. Merit. Does my Lord Richly ſee Company this 
Morning ? | | 
Porter. Sir, I cannot tell yet, whether he does or no. 
Cap. Merit. Nay, I have ſeen ſeveral Gentlemen go in. 
Porter. I know not whom you may fee go in. 1 
ſuppoſe, they have Buſineſs with his Lordſhip. I hope, 
=_ will give my Lord leave to be at home to whom 
e pleaſes. | 
Cap. Merit. If Buſineſs be a Paſsport to his Lord» 
ſhip, I have Buſineſs with him of Conſequence. 
Porter. Sir, I ſhall tell him of it. 
Cap. Merit. Sir, I ſhall be oblig'd to you, to tell 
him now. ; 
Porter. I cannot carry any Meſſage now, unleſs I 


knew you. 
Cap. Merit, Why, don't you know me? that my Name 


s The MODERN HUS BAND. 
Porter. Sir, here are ſo many. Gentlemen come ey'ry 
Day, that unleſs I have often new Tokens to remem- 
ber em by, it is impoſſible — Stand by there, room 

for my Lord Lazy. [ Lord Lazy croſſes in a Chair, 


er E 9 „i. 
Cap. Merit, Cap. Bravemore, from the Houſe. b 
Cap. Brave. Merit, Good-morrow; what important 


Affair can have ſent you hither, whom I know to ſhun c 

the Houſes of the Great, as much as Vertue does? lf 
Cap. Merit. Or as much as they do Poverty, for I 

have not been able to advance farther than you ſee 0 

me. *Sdeath, I bave mounted a Breach againſt an 90 

armed File of the Enemy, and yet a ſingle Porter has A 


deny'd me Entrance at that Door. Vou, I ſec, have 
ſpeeded better. 3 

Cap. Brave. Ha! ha! ha! thou errant Man of F® 
War —— hark'ye, Friend, there is but one Key to all 
the great Mens Houſes in Town. ' | 
Cap. Merit. Is it not enough to cringe to Pow'r, 
but we muſt do the ſame to the Servants of Pow'r? 180 
Cap. Brave. Sir, the Seryants of a great Man are 80 
all great Men. Wou'd you get within their Doors, 

you muſt bow to the Porter, and Fee him too. Then 

to go farther, ez muſt pay your Devoirs to his Gen- 
tleman; and after you have bowed for about half an ar 
Hour to his whole Family, at laſt you may get a Bow Im 
from himſelf, — POST v6 . 

Cap. Merit. Damnation! I'd ſooner be a Galley- 
Slave; ſhall I, who have ſpent my Youth and Health h⸗ 
in my Country's Service, be forc'd by ſuch mean Vaſ- 

ſalage to defend my old Age from Cold and Hunger, na 
while ev'ry painted Butterfly wantons in the Sunſhine ? pe 
[ Col. Courtly croſſes. ] Sdeath, there's a Fellow now— Ia! 
that Fellow's Father was a Pimp; bis Mother, ſhe 

turn'd Bawd; and his Siſter, turn'd Whorez you ſee | to 
the Conſequence: How happy is that Country, where | 


pimping and whoring are eſteemed publick Services, lic 
and where Grandeur, and the Gallows lie on the ſame 
WWW of 
N Cop. 
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Cap. Brave. But leaving off railing, what is your 
Buſineſs with his. Lordſhip? | 

Cap. Merit. There is a Company vacant in Colonel 
Favourite's Regiment, which by his Lordſhip's Intereſt 
I hope to gain, 

Cap. Brave. But pray, by what do you hope to gain 
bis Lordſhip's Intereſt ? | 

Cap. Merit. You know, Bravemore, I am little in- 
clin'd to boaſting ; but I think, my Services may 
ſpeak ſomething tor me. | 

Cap. Brave. Faith, I'm afraid you will find 'em 
dumb; or if they do ſpeak, it will be a Language un- 
derſtood by the Great. Suppoſe you apply to his 
Nephew, Mr. Gaywit; His Intereſt with my Lord, 
may be of ſervice to you. 

Cap. Merit. I have often ſeen him at Mr. Bellamont's, 
and believe he wou'd do any thing to ſerve me. 

Cap. Brave. But the Levee is begun by this: if you 
pleaſe, I'll introduce you to'r. 1 | 

Cap. Merit. What an abundance of poor Wretches 
go to the feeding the Vanity of that Leviathan one 


SCENE IX. 
Lord Richly at his Houſe. 

TL. Richly. Ha! ha! ha——agreeable! Courtly, thou 
art the greateſt Droll upon Earth you'll dine with 
me Lord Lazy, will you make me happy too? 

L. Lazy. I'll make my ſelf ſo, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Mr. Woodall, your Servant, how long 
have you been in Town? 

Moodall. I cannot be particular, I carry no Alma- 
nack about me, my Lord, a Week or a Fortnight 
perhaps, too much time to loſe at this Seaſon, when 
a Man ſhou'd be driving the Foxes out of his Country. 

Col. Courtiy. J hope, you have brought your Family 
to Town; a Parliament-man ſhou'd always bring his 
Wiſe with him, that if he does not ſerve the Pub- 
lick, ſhe may. | 

L. Richly. Now I think Familiarity with the Wife 
of a Senator ſhou'd be made a Breach of Privilege. 

Col. 


Igreat Rogue. 
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Col. Courtly. Your Lordſhip is in the right— the 
Perſon of his Wife ſhou'd be made as ſacred as his 
own. 

Fooaall, Ay, the Women wou'd thank us damna- 
bly for ſuch a Vote and the Colonel here is a very 
likely Man to move it. 

Col, Courtly. Not I, for the Women then wou'd be 
as backward to be our Wives, as the Tradeſmen are 
now to be our Creditors, 


MWoodall. To the fine Gentlemen of us, who Jay out 


their ſmall Fortunes in Extravagance, and their ſlen- 
der Stock of Love on their Wenches. I remember 
the time, when I was a young Fellow, that Men us'd 
to dreſs like Men: But now I mcet with nothing 
but a Parcel of Toupet Coxcombs, who plaiſter up 
their Brains upon their Periwigs. 


L. Richly. I proteſt thou art an errant Wir, Woodall. 


Col. Courtly. Oh, he's one of the greateſt Wits of 
his, County. 

Moodall. I have one of the greateſt Eſtates of my 
County, and by what I can ſee, that entitles a Man to 
Wir here, as well as there. 3 | 

Cap. Merit. Methinks, this rough Spark is very free 
with his Lordſhip. [ To Bravemore. 
Cap. Brave. You muſt know, this is a ſort of polite 
Bear-baiting. | There is hardly a great Man in Town 
bur what is fond of theſe fort of Fellows; whom 
they take a delight in baiting with one or more Buf- 
foons. Bur now for your Buſineſs. A 

I. Richly. J ſhall ſee him this Morning; you may 
depend on my fpeaking about it. Captain Bravemore, 
I am glad to fee you. [ To @ Gentleman. 

Cap. Brave. My Lord, here is a Gentleman of di- 
ſtinguiſh'd Services. If your Lordſhip wou'd recom» 
mend him to Colonel Favourite. 

L. Richiy. Sir, I ſhall certainly do it. 

Cap. Merit. There being — vacant, my 
Lord— my Name is Merit. 6 

L. Richly. Mr. Merit, I ſhall be extremely glad to 
ſerve you. Sir 7ohn, your moſt obedient humble Ser- 
4 | Vallit——— 
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15 mt Lazy, what were you ſaying about Mr. Bella- 
vant : 71 7 | 
L. Lazy. We were talking, my Lord, of his Affair, 
* hich was heard in our Houle yeſterday. 
TY I. Richly. J am ſorry I was not there. It went a- 
gainſt him, I think. | 
L. Lazy. Yes, my Lord, and I am afraid it affect 
1M deeply. | . 
Col. Courtly. Undone, Sir, quite undone. 
L. Richly. Upon my Soul, Mrs. Bellamant's a fine 
oman. 
I/oodall. Then I ſuppoſe, if her Husband's undone, 
you'll have her among you. | 
L. Richly. Woodall, thour't a Liquoriſh Dog. Thou 
voud'ſt have the firſt Snap. 
8 //o04all. Not I, none of your Town Ladies for me; 
] always take leave of Women from the time I come 
of Four of the Country till I go back agen. 
1 L. Lazy. Women! Pox on him! he means Foxes 
agen. f 
0 07 Courtly. He knows no difference. i | 
Hoodall. Nor you either; bur, hark'e, I fancy it is 
© ſafer riding after the one, than the other. 
7 Col. Courily. Thy Ideas are as groſs as thy Perſon. 
. L. Richly. Hang him, fly Rogue— you never knew 
a 


a Fox-hunter, that did not love a Wench. | 
Moodall. No, nor a Wench of any Senſe that did 
not love a Fox- hunter. | 
L. Richly. Modern, your Servant. | 
| Mr. Modern. I would preſume only to remind your 
» [Lordſhip —— | 
L. Richly. Depend upon it, I will remember you 
Il hope, your Lady is well. 
| Mr. Modern. Entirely at your Service, my Lord. 
L. Richly. | have a particular Affair to communicate 
to her, a Secret that I cannot tend by you; you know, 
all Secrets are not proper to truſt a Husband with. 
Mr. Modern. You do her too much Honour, my 
Lord; I believe you will find her at Home any time 


to-day, 
4 L. Ricbly. 
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L. Richly. Faith, Modern, I know not whether thoy 
art happier in thy Temper, or in thy Wife. | 
Mr. Modern. Um— my Lord, as for my Wife, 
believe, ſhe is as good as moſt Wives, I believe ſhe ; 
a vertuous Woman; that I think I may affirm of her. 
I. Richly. That thou may'ſt, I dare ſwear; and 
that I as firmly believe as thou doſt thy ſelf; and 
let me rell you, a vertuous Woman is no common 
Jewel in this Age— bur prithee, haſt thou heard any 
thing of Mr. Bellamant's Affairs? 

Mr. Modern. No more, than that he has loſt his 
Cauſe, which he ſeem'd to expect the other Night, 
when he was at my Houſe. | 
IL. Richly. Then you are intimate. we 
Mr. Modern. He viſits my Wife pretty often, my Lord. 
L. Richly. Modern, you know I am your Friend 
and now we are alone let me adviſe you. Take care 
of Bellamant, take a particular care of Bellamant—— 
he is prudent enough in his Amours to paſs upon the 
World for a Conſtant Husband ; but I know him— 
I know him—— he is a dangerous Man. | 
M. Modern. My Lord, you ſurprize me ſo that 

L. Richly. J know you will excuſe this Freedom my 
Friendſhip takes; but beware of Bellamant as you love 
your Honour. lit 

Serv. My Lord, the Coach is at the Door. 

I. Richly. My dear Modern, I ſee the great Surprize 
ou are in: but you'll excuſe my Freedom. 

Mr. Modern. I am eternally oblig'd to your Lordſhip— 
L. Richy. : Your humble Servant. 3 | 
Mr. Modern. IJ hope your Lordſhip will pardon my 
Freedom, if after all theſe Obligations I beg leave 
once more to remind you. BY 

L. Richly. Depend upon it, I'll, take care of you. 
What a World of poor chimerical Devils does a Levee 
draw together? all gaping for Favours, without the 
leaft Capacity of making a Return for them. 
But great Men juſtly act, by wiſer Rules; 
A Levee is the Paradiſe of Fools. 

The End of the firſt Act. 


ACT 
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lay S8 CE N E, Mrs. Bellamant's Houſe. 

t his Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 

ght, 3 1 JL EY 

Mrs. Bella. B D John put up the Coach. [Zo à Ser- 

vant.) What think you now, Emilia? 

ord. has not this Morning's Ramble giv'n you a Surfeit of 

1— the Town? After all the Nonſenſe and Ill - nature 

care we have heard to-day, wou'd it grieve one to part 

= with the Place one is ſure to hear em over again 
e 1 


in? | | 

Emilia. I am far from thinking any of its Pleaſures 
worth too eager a Wiſh— and the Woman who has 
with her, in the Country, the Man ſhe loves, muſt 
be a very ridiculous Creature to pine after the Town. 

Mrs. Bella. And yet, my Dear, I believe you know 
there are ſuch ridiculous Creatures. 

Emilia. I rather imagine, they retire with the Man 
they ſhou'd love, than him they do: For a Heart that 
is paſſionately fond of the Pleaſures here, has rarel 
room for any other Fondneſs. The Town it ſelf is 


the Paſſion of the greater Part of our, Sex; But 


ſuch I can never allow a juſt Notion of Love to 
A Woman, that ſincerely loves, can know no Happi- 
neſs without, nor Miſery with her beloved Object. 

. Mrs. Bella. You talk feelingly, I proteſt, I wiſh you 


don't leave your Heart behind you Come, confeſs , 1 
hope, I have deſerv'd rather to be cfteem'd your Con- 


fident than your Mother- in- Lac. 
Emilia. Wou'd it be a Crime, if it were ſo? But 
if Love be a Crime, I am ſure you cannot upbraid me 


with it. N f 
Mrs. Bella. 


— 
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Mrs. Bella. Tho? if it be a Crime, I am ſure you fron 
are guilty—— Well, I approve your Choice, Child 
Emilia. My Choice! Excellent! I carry his Picture 
in my Eyes, I ſuppoſe. 7 
Mrs. Bella. As ſure as in ydur Heart, my Dear. 
Emilia. Nay, but dear Madam, tell me whom you 
ueſs. | up 
K Mrs. Bella, Huſh, here's Mr. Bellamant. 

| Enter Bellamant. * 

Mr. Bella. So ſoon return'd, my Dear? Sute, you 
found no Body at Home. 

Mrs. Bella. Oh, my Dear! I have been in ſuch an 
Aſſembly of Company, and fo pulled to pieces with 
Impertinence and ill · nature — Welcome, Welcome! 
the Country! for ſure the World is fo very bad, thoſe 
Places are beſt, where one has the leaſt of it. 

Mr. Bella. What's the Matter? 

Mrs. Bella. In ſhort, I have been downright affronted. IL. 

Mr. Bella. Who durſt affront you? 

Ars. Bella. A Set of Women that dare do ey'ry 
thing, but what they ſhou'd do In the firſt Place, 
I was complimented with Prude, for not being at the 
laſt Maſquerade— with Dulnefs, for not emring into 
the Taſte of the Town in ſome of its Diverſions 
Then had my whole Dreſs run over, and diſlik'd; and 
to finiſh all, Mrs. Termagant told me I lookt fright- 


. nd it I 
. Mr. Bella. Not all the Paint in Italy can give her 
half your Beauty. 


Mrs. Bella. You are certainly the moſt complaiſant 

| Man in the World, and I the only Wife who can 
| xetire Home, to be put ina good Humour. Moſt Hus- 1 

| bands are like a plain-dealing Looking-glaſs, which 

ſullies all the Compliments we have receiv'd abroad, 

by aſſuring us we do not deſerve m. 
| During this Speech @ Servant delivers a Leiter ts 

| Bellamant, which he reads. i rat n 
| Emilia. I believe tho', Madam, that generally hap- 
| pens. when they are not deſeryv'd: for a Woman of 
= Beauty can never feel any Diſſatisfaction from the 
EE Juſtice 
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Joſtice of her Glaſs; nor ſhe, who has your Worth, 
from the Sincerity of Her Husband. 

Mrs. Bella. Your Father ſeems diſcompos'd— I with 
there be no ill News in his Letter. 

Mr. Bella. My Dear, I have a Favour to ask of you. 

Mrs. Bella. Say to command me. 

Mr. Bella. 1 gave you a Bank Note of a Hundred 
Yeſterday, you muſt let me have it agen. 0 

Mrs. Bella. T am the luckieſt Creature in the World, 
that I did not pay away ſome of ir this Morning. 
Emilia, Child, come with me. [ Exit with Emilia. 

Mr. Bella. Excellent! Unhappy Woman ! How lit- 
tle doth ſhe gueſs, ſhe fetches this Money for a Ri- 
val? Thar is all the little Merit I can boaſt towards 
her. To have contended by the utmoſt Civility and 
Compliance, with all her Defires, and the utmoſt Cau- 
tion in the Management of my Amour, to diſguiſe 
from her a Secret, that muſt have made her miſerable. 
Let me read once more. 


SIX, i 
F you have, or ever had any Value for me, ſend ms 4 
Hundred Pounds this Morning, or to make em more 
welcome than the laſt of Neceſſities can, bring them your 
felf to— Yours — more than her own, _- 
| Hillaria Modern. 


Why, what a Farce is human Life? How ridiculous is 
the Purſuit of our Deſires, when the Enjoyment of 
em is {ure to beget new ones? 


SCENE IV. 
Mr. Bellamant, Cap. Bellamant. 


Cap. Bella. Goad- morrow, Sir. | 
Mr. Bella. J ſuppoſe, Sir, by the Gaiety of your 
Dreſs, and your Countenance, I may wiſh you Joy o 
ſomething beſides your Father's Misfortunes. = 
Cap. Bella, Wou'd you haye'me go into Mourning 
for yaur Loſſes, Sir? r 2103 
| | Mr. Bells. 
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Mr. Bella. You may mourn, Sir— I am now unable 
to ſupport your Extravagance any longer. My Advice, 
nay, my Commands have had no Effect upon you, but 
Neceſſity muſt; and your Extravagance mult fall of 
Courſe, when it has nothing to ſupport it. 

Cap. Bella. | am ſurpriz'd you ſhou'd call the Ex- 
pences of a Gentleman, Extravagance. | 

Mr. Bella. I am forry you think the Expences of a 
Fool, or Fop, the Expences of a Gentleman: and 
that Race-Horſes, Cards, Dice, Whores, and Embroi- 


dery are neceſſary Ingredients in that amiable Compo- 


ſition. | | 
Cap. Bella. Faith, and they are ſo with moſt Gentle- 


men of my Acquaintance; and give me leave to tell 
you, Sir, theſe are the Qualifications which recom- 
mend a Man to the beſt Sort of People. Suppoſe, I 
had ſtaid at the Univerſity, and follow'd Greek and La- 
tin, as you advis'd me; What Acquaintance had I 
found at Court? What Buws had I receiv'd at an Aſ- 
ſembly, or the Opera? 8 | 
Mr. Bella. And will you pleaſe to tell me, Sir, what 
Advantage you have receiv'd from theſe? Are you the 
wiſer, or the richer? What are you? Why, in your 
Opinion, better dreſt Where elle had been that ſmart 
Toupet, that elegant Sword-knot, that Coat cover'd 
with Lace, and then with Powder? That eyer Heav'n 
ſhou'd make me Father to ſuch a dreſt up Daw! A 
Creature, who draws all his Vanity from the Gifts of 
Tailors, and Periwig-Makers ! a6 
Cap. Bell. Wou'd you not have your Son dreſt, Sir? 
Mr. Bella. Yes, and, if he can afford it, let him be 
ſometimes fine z but let him dreſs like a Man, not af- 
fe& the Woman, in his Habit, or his Geſture. 
Cap. Bella. If a Man will keep good Company, he 
muſt comply with the Faſhion. | 
Mr. Bella. 1 would no more comply with a ridicu- 
lous Faſhion, .- than with a vicious one; nor with 
that which makes a Man look like a Monkey, than 
that which makes him act like any other Beaſt. | 


Cap. Bells. 
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| Cap. Bella. Lord, Sir! you are grown ſtrangely un- 


lite. | 

Mr. Bella. I ſhall not give my ſelf any farther 
Trouble with you: But fince all my Endeavours 
have prov'd ineffectual — leave you to the Bent of 
your own Inclinations. But I muſt defire you to fend 
me no more Bills; I aſſure you, I ſhall not anſwer them 
you muſt live on your Commiſhon—— this laſt Mis- 
fortune has made it impoſlible that I ſhou'd add one 
Farthing to your Income. Ee 

Cap. Bella. 1 have an Affair in my View, which 
may add to it Sir, I wiſh you Good-morrow-—- 
when a Father and Son muſt not talk of Money · Mat- 
ters, I cannot ſee what they have to do tcgether, 


SCENE V. | 
Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 

Mrs. Bella. Here is the Bill, my Dear. 78 2 

Mr. Bella. You ſhall be repaid in a Day or two, 

Ars. Bella. I ſaw your Son part haftily from you, as 
I came in; I hope, you have not been angry with him. 

3 Bella. Why will you ever intermeddle between 
us | : 

Mrs. Bella. I h u will pardon an Iaterceſſion 
my Dear, for a . — Loew I ſhou'd not he 
guilty of for a Son of my on. 


SCENE VI. 
Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Ars. Bellamant, 
| Emilia 


Mr. Gaywit. Bellamant, (500d-marrow—— Ladies, 
your humble Servant. 92 2d! 
Mr. Bella. Servant, Mr. Gaywit, I thought your 
time had been fo employ'd, that you had forgot your 
Friends. | 183: 12% 
Mr, Gaywit. I ought to excuſe ſo long an Abſence, 
but as Bellamant knows that it muſt give my ſelf the 
greateſt” Pain, he will impute it to Buſineſs. ' 
Mr. Bella. Did I not alſo know, that two Days of 
thy Life were neyer giv'n to Zuſineſ yet? 
EE Mr. Gaywit. 
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Mr. Gaywit. Not what the grave World call ſo, 
I confeſs; but of what the gay World allow that 
Name to, no Hands were ever fuller, 

Mr. Bella. You have been making Love to ſome 
new Miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe. 
Mr. Gaywit. Fy, it is only Husbands make a Buſi- 

neſs of Love, to us tis but an Amuſement. 

Mrs. Bella. Very fine! and to my Face too! 


Mr. GCaywit. Mr. Bellamant, Madam, is ſo known 


an Exception to the general Mode of Husbands, that 
what is thrown on them, cannot effect one of ſo cele- 


brated a Conſtancy. 
Mrs. Bella. That's a Virtue he may be celebrated 


for, without much Envy. 


Mr. Gaywit. He will be envy'd by all Men, for the 
Cauſe of that Conſtancy. Were ſuch Wives as Mrs. 
Bellamant leſs ſcarce, fuch Husbands as my Friend 
wou'd be more common. E. 

Emilia. You are always throwing the Fault on us. 

Mrs. Bella. It is commonly in us, either in our 
Choice of our Husband, or our Behaviour to them. 
No Woman, who married a Man of perfect Senſe, 


was ever unhappy, but from her own Folly. [ Knock ere. 


Mr. Gaywit. | Looking out of the Window.] Ha! a 
very worthy Uncle of mine, my Lord Richly. 

Mr. Bella. You'll excuſe me, if I am not at Home. 

Mr. Gaywit. Fy! to deny your ſelf to him, wou'd 
be unprecedented... 

Mr. Bella. I aſſure you, no—for I have often done it. 

Mr. Gaywit. Then, I believe, you are the only Man 
in Town' that has. Bur it is too late, I hear him on 
the Stairs. 
Mrs. Bella. Come, Emilia, we'll leave the Gentle- 
men to their Entertainment; I have been ſurfeited 


won. it already. 


| 8 CEN E VII. 
a Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant. 


? Li *Richly. Dear Bellamant, I am your moſt obedient 


Servant. I am come to ask you ten thouſand Par- 
a dons, 


2 98 - 
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dons, that my Affairs prevented my Attendance the 
Day your Cauſe came on. It might have been in 
my Power to have ſerv'd you beyond my ſingle Vote. 

Mr. Bella. J am oblig'd to your Lordſhip, but as 
I have great Reaſon to be ſatisfied with the Juſtice of 
your honourable Houſe I am contented, - 

L. Richly. J hope, the Loſs was not conſiderable. 

Mr. Bella. I thought your Lordſhip had heard. 

L. Richly. Ithink, I was told twenty thouſand Pound 
bur that's a Trifle, a ſmall Retrenchment in one's Ex- 
pences—— two or three dozen Suits the leſs, and two 
or three dozen fewer Women in a Year, will ſoon re- 
imburſe you. =.» hn 

Mr. Bella. My Loſs is not equal to what your Lord- 
ſhip intimates; nor can I complain of a Fortune, till 
large enough to retire into the Country with. 

L. Richly. Nay, dear Bellamant, we muſt not loſe 
you ſo. Have you no Friend that cou'd favour you 
with ſome comfortable ſnug Employment, of a thou- 
ſand or fifteen Hundred per Annum ? 

Mr. Gaywit. Your Lordſhip is the propereſt Perſon 
in the World. 

L. Richly. Who I? I am ſure, no Mortal wou'd 
do half ſo much to ſerve dear Fack Bellamant as my 
ſelf—— but I have no Intereſt in the leaſt. 

Mr. Bella. I am oblig'd to the good Offices of my 
Friend, but I aſſure your Lordſhip I have no Inten- 
tion that way. Beſides, I have liv'd long enough 
in the World, to ſee that Neceſſity is a bad Recom- 
mendation to Favours of that kind, which as ſeldom 
fall to thoſe who really want them, as to thoſe who 
really deſerve them. _ | 

L. Richly. I can't help ſaying, thoſe things are not 
eaſily obtained. I heartily with I could ſerve you in 
any thing Ir gives me a great deal of Uneafineſs 
that my Power is not equal to my Defire——— Damn 
it, I muſt turn this Diſcourſe, or he'll never have 
done with it. Oh, Bellamant/ have you heard of 
the new Opera of Mr. Crambo? 


C2 


Mr. Gaywit. 
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Mr. Gaywit. What's the Name of it? 

L. Richy. It will be call'd the Humours of Bed- 
lam. I have read it, and it is a moſt ſurprizing fine 
Performance. It has not one Syllable of Senſe in it 
from the firſt Page to the laſt. 

Mr. Gaywit. It muſt certainly take, 


L. Richly. Sir, it ſhall take, if I have Intereſt enough 


to ſupport it. I hate your dull Writers of the late 
Reigns. The Deſign of a Play is to make you laugh; 
and who can laugh at Senſe ? 

Mr. Gaywit. I think, my Lord, we have improv'd 
on the [rtalians. They wanted only Senſe— We have 
neither Senie, nor Muſick. 

L. Richly. | hate all Muſick but a Jig. 

Mr. Gaywit. I don't think it wou'd be an ill Pro- 
je; my Lord, to turn the-beſt of our Tragedies and 

omedies into Operas. | 

L. Richly. And, inſtead of a Company of Players, I 
wou'd have a Company of Tumblers and Ballad- 
Singers. | 
Mr. Bella. Why, Faith, I believe it will come to 
that ſoon, unleſs ſome ſturdy Critick ſhould oppoſe it. 

L. Richly. No Critick ſhall oppoſe it. It wou'd 
be very fine, truly, if Men of Quality were confin'd 
in their Taſte; we ſhould be rarely diverted, if a Set 
of Pedants were to licence all our Diverſions; the 
Stage then wou'd be as dull as a Country Pulpit. 

Mr. Gaywit, And the Boxes in Drary- Lane, as empty 
as the Galleries in St. James's. | 

Mr. Bella. Like enough : for Religion and com- 
mon Senſe are in a fair way to be baniſh'd out of the 
World together. 

L. Richly. Let 'em go, egad. = 

Mr. Bella. This is, I believe, the only Age that has 
ſcorn'd a Pretence to Religion. 

L. Richly. Then it is the only Age that bath ſcorn'd 
Hypocriſy. 5 

Mr. Bella. Rather, that Hyprocriſy is the only Hy- 
pocrily it wants. You ſhall have a known Raſcal 


{er up for Honour a Fool for Wit— and your pro- 
felled 


ö 
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feſſed dear boſom fawning Friend, who, tho' he wal- 
low in Wealth, wou'd refuſe you ten Guineas to pre- 
ferve you from Ruin, ſhall loſe a hundred times that 
Sum at Cards, to ruin your Wife. 

L. Richly. There dear act Bellamant is the happieſt 
Man in the World, by poſſeſſing a Wife whom a 
thouſand times that Sum wou'd have no effect on. 

Mr. Bella. I look upon my ſelf equally happy, my 
Lord, in having no ſuch Friend as wou'd tempt her. 

L. Richly. That thou haſt not, I dare ſwear. But 
T thank you for putting me in mind of it. I muſt 
engage her in my Author's Cauſe, for I know her 
Judgment has a great Sway. 

Mr. Bella. As our Stay will be ſo ſhort in Town, 
ſhe can do you no Service; beſides, I have hend her 
deteſt Partiality in thoſe Affairs; you wou'd never per- 
ſuade her to give a Vote contrary to hep Opinion. 

L. Richly. Deteſt Partiality! ha, ha, ha— I have 
heard a Lady declare for doing Juftice to a Play, and 
condemn it the very next Minute Tho' I knew 
ſhe had neither ſeen, nor read it. Thoſe things are en- 
tirely guided by Favour. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, I fee no reaſon to fix the Scan- 
dal on the Ladies; Party and Prejudice have the ſame 
Dominion over us. Ask a Man's Character of one of 
his Party, and you ſhall hear he is one of the wor- 
thieſt, honeſteft Fellows in Chriſtendom ask ir of one 
of the oppoſite Party, and you ſhall find him as worth- 
leſs, good-for-nothing a Dog as ever was hang' d. 

Mr. Bella. So that a Man muft labour very hard to 
get a general good Reputation, or a general bad one. 

L. Richly. Well, ſince you allow ſo much, you will 
give me leave to tempt Mrs. Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. With all my Heart, my Lord. 

Mr. Gaywit. Thou art a well-bred Husband, indeed, 
to give another leave to tempt your Wife. 

Mr. Bella. I ſhou'd have been a very il}-bred one to 
have deny'd it. Who's there? 


> 3 Enter 
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Enter Servant. 
L. Richly. If I had ſaid more, he had granted it, ra- 
ther than have loſt my Favour. Poverty makes as ma- 
ny Cuckolds as it does Thieves. [ Aſide, 
Mr. Bella. Wait on my Lord Richly to your Mi- 
ſtreſs's Apartment I am your moſt obedi 
vant. i 


ient Ser- 


8 CEN E VIII. 
Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant. 


Mr. Gaywit. I find, you are reſolv'd to make your 
Wife ſhare your Misfortunes. It wou'd have been 
civil to have giv'n her the Choice of not being at 
Home. 

Mr. Bella. J wanted to be alone with you— beſides, 
Women have a Liberty of ſending away an imperti- 
nent Viſitant, which we have not. 

Mr. Gaywit, Ay, and a Way of entertaining Viſi- 
tants too which we have not; and he is a Viſitant 
not eaſily ſent away, I aſſure you. I;have known him 
receive very vigorous Rebuffs without retreating. 

Mr. Bella. You talk as if you ſuſpe&ed his making 
Love to my Wife. 

Mr. Gaywit. He does ſo to every Woman he ſees; 
neither the ſtricteſt Friendſhip profeſs'd ro her Hus- 
band, nor the beſt Reputation on her own fide, can 

reſerve any Woman he likes from his Attacks: for 

e 1s arriv'd at a happy way of regarding all the reſt 
of Mankind as his Tenants, and thinks becauſe he poſ- 
. -/ 5a than they, he is entitled ro whatever they 

oſſeſs. | 
- Mr. Bella. Inſolent Vanity! I wonder the Spirit of 
Mankind has not long ſince cruſh'd the Tyranny of 
ſuch Lordly Wolves; yet believe me, Gaywit, there 
generally goes a great dea of Affectation to compoſe 
this voluptuous Man. He oftner injures Women in 
their Fame, than in their Perſons. This Affectation 
of Variety diſcovers a ſickly Appetite; and many Mi- 
ſtreſſes, like many Diſhes, are often ſent away un- 


taſted. 
| Mr. Gaywit. 
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Mr. Gaywit. A very innocent Affectation truly, to 
deſtroy a Lady's Fame.. 

Mr. Bella. Why ay, for we are come to an Age, 
wherein a Woman may live very comfortably without 
it: as long às the Husband is content with his Infa- 
my, the Wife eſcapes hers. 1 

Mr. Gaywit. And I am miſtaken, if many Husbands 
in this Town do nor live yery comfortably by being 
content with their Infamy, nay, by being Promo- 
ters of it. It is a modern Trade, unknown to our 
Anceſtors, a modern Bubble, which ſeems to be in a 
riſing Condition at preſent. | 

Mr. Bella. It is a Stock-jobbing Age, ev'ry thing 
has its Price; Marriage is Traffick throughout; as 
moſt of us bargain to be Husbands, ſo ſome of us bar- 
gain to be Cuckolds; and he wou'd be as much laught 
at, who preferr'd his Love to his Intereſt, at this End 
of the Town, as he who preferr'd his Honeſty to his 
Intereſt at the other. 

Mr. Gaywit. You, Bellamant, have had Boldneſs e- 
nough, in Contradiction to this general Opinion, to 
chooſe a Woman from her Senſe and Virtues. I wiſh 
g were in my Power to follow your Example — 

ut —— | 
1 Mr. Bella. But the Opinion of the World, dear 
OY —— 

A. Gaywit. No, my good Forefathers have cho- 
ſen a Wife for me. I am oblig'd by the Settlement of 
Lord Richly's Eſtate to marry Lady Charlotte. 

Mr. Bella. How! . | 

Mr. Gaywit. The Eſtate will deſcend to me fo en- 
cumber'd, I afſure you. 

Mr. Bella. I thought it had not been in Lord Rich- 
ly's Power, to have cut off the Entail. 

Mr. Gaywit. Not if I marry Lady Charlotte. 

Mr. Bella. 1 think you are happy in being engag'd 
to no more diſagreeable Woman. 

Mr. Gaywit. Lady Charlotte, is indeed pretty; but 
were ſhe cv'ry thing a Lover cou'd wiſh, or cy'n ima- 
gine there is a Woman, my Friend 
3 C 4 Mr. 


with other People's. 
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Mr. Bella. Nay, if you are in Love with another, I 
ity you. I 
K Ms. Gaywit, Did'ſt thou know how I love, you 
wou'd pity me: but didft thou know whom, coud'ſt 
thou look upon her with Eyes like mine, vou'dſt thou 
behold Beauty, Wit, Senſe, Good - nature, contending 
which ſhou'd adorn her moſt? 


Mr. Bella. Poor Gaywit / thou art gone indeed. 


Mr. Gaywit. But I ſuppoſe, the Ladies have by this 
diſcharg'd their Viſitant. Now if you pleaſe, we will 
atrend them. | 

Mr. Bella. You will excuſe me, if I leave you with 
'em; which I will not do, unleſs you promiſe I ſhall 
find you at my return. 1 

Mr. Gaywit. I intend to dedicate the Day to your 
Family; ſo diſpoſe of me as you pleaſe. 


SCENE IX. Mrs. Modern's How/e. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


Mrs. Modern. I think, I ought to blame your Un- 
kindneſs ——- I have not ſeen you ſo long. 
IL. Richly. Do oo think a Week fo long? 

Mrs. Modern. Once you wou'd have thought fo. 

L. Richly. Why, truly, Hours in the Spring of Love 
are ſomething ſhorter than they are in the Winter. 

Mrs. Modern. Barbarous Man! do you inſult me, af- 
ter what I have done for you? | 

L. Richly. 1 fancy, thofe Favours have been reci- 
procal. 
Mrs. Modern, Have I not giv'n you up my Virtue? 

L. Richly. And have I not paid for your Virtue, 
Madam? I am ſure, I am 1500 Pounds out of Pocket, 
which in my Way of counting, is fourteen more than 
any Woman's Virtue is worth; in ſhort, our Amour 


is at an end, for I am in purſuit of another Miſtreſs. 


Mrs. Modern. Why do you come to torment me 
with her? : | | | 
L. Richly. Why, I wou'd have you act like other 
pradent Women in a lower Stationz when you can 
pleaſe no longer with your own Perſon, e'en do it 
| Mr J. 
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Mrs. Modern. Monſter ! inſupportable ! 

L. Richly. Y ou may rave, Madam, but if you will 
not do me a Favour, there are wiſer People enow who 
will A fix'd on you out of a particular Regard 
to you; for 1 think, when a Man is to lay out his 
Money, he is always to do it with his Friends. 

Mrs. Modern. I'll bear it no longer. Going. 

L. Richly. Nor I. a Len. 

Mrs. Modern. Stay, my Lord, can you be fo cruel? 

L. Richly. Pſhaw ! [ Going. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! ſtay! ſtay! — you know my 
Neceſſities. 

; L. Richly. And, I think, I propoſe a very good Cure 
or 'em. 

Mrs. Modern. Lend me a hundred Guineas. 

L. Richly. I will do more. 

Mrs. Modern. Generous Creature! 

L. Richly. I'll give you —— Twenty. | 

Mrs. Modern. Do you jeſt with my Neceſſity? 

L. Richly. Lookee, Madam, if you will do a good- 
natur'd Thing for me, I will oblige you in return as I 
promis'd you before, and I think that very good Pay- 
ment. | 

Mrs. Modern. Pray, my Lord, ufe me with Decen- 
cy at leaſt. N 


L. Richly. Why ſhould we uſe more Decency to an 


old Acquainrance, than you Ladies do to a new Lover, 
and have more Reaſon for ſo doing? You often 
belye your Hearts, when you uſe us ill — In uſing 
you ſo, we follow the Dictates of our Natures. 
Enter a Servant, who delivers a Letter to 
Mrs. Modern. 
Mrs. Modern. Ha! it is Bellamant's Hand — and 
the Note that I defir'd —— This is lucky, indeed. 


SCENE X. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Emilia, Lady Charlotte, 
Captain Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 
L. Richly. So ! here's an end of my Buſineſs for the 
preſent, I find. | * 
| a. 
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La. Charl.' Oh, dear Modern! I am heartily glad to 
ſee you are alive; for you muſt know, I thought ir 
impoſſible for any one to be alive, and not be at the 
Rehearſal of the new Opera. | 

Cap. Bella. How can you be ſurpriz'd at one of no 
Taſte, Lady Charlotte? | | 
Mrs. Modern. I ſuppoſe, it was very full. 

La. Charl. Oh! ev'ry Body was there; all the 
Worid. 

Mr. Gaywit. How can that be, Lady Charlotte, when 
ſo conſiderable a Part, as Mrs. Modern, was wanting? 

Mrs. Modern. Civil Creature ! when will you lay 
ſuch a thing? | 

Cap. Bella. When I am as dull, Madam. 

L. Richly. Very true! no one makes a Compliment, 
but thoſe that want Wit for Satyr. 

Mr. Gaywit. Right, my Lord. It is as great a Sign 
of want of Wit to ſay a good-natur'd thing, as want 
of Senſe to do one. | 

La. Charl. Oh! I wou'd not ſay a good-natur'd 
thing for the World. Captain Bellamant, did you e- 
ver hear me ſay a good-natar'd thing in your Life? 

Mr. Gaywit. But I am afraid, Lady Charlotte, tho? 
Wit be a Sign of IIl- nature, IIl- nature is not always a 
Sign of Wir. | 8 
La. Charl. Tl give you leave to ſay any thing, after 
what I have ſaid this Morning Oh ! dear Mo- 
dern, I wiſh, you had ſeen Emilia's Dreſſing-box ! ſuch 
Japoning he! he! he! —— ſhe hath varniſhed 
over a Windmil ten ſeveral times, before ſhe diſco» 
ver'd, ſhe. had placed the wrong Side upwards. . 

Mrs. Modern. I have had juſt ſuch another Misfor- 
tune. I have laid out thirty Pounds on a Cheſt, and 


now I diſlike ir of all things. 
La. Charl. Oh! my Dear, I do not like one thing 


in twenty that I do my ſelf. 
Emilia. You are the only Perſon that diſlikes, I dare 
ſay, Lady Charlotte. 
\ La Charl. Oh, you flatt'ring Creature! I wiſh, 
you cou'd bring my Papa to your Opinion. FM 
87 
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ſays, I throw away more Money in Work than in 
Play. | | 
Mrs. Modern. But you have not heard half my Mis» 


fortune 3 for when I ſent my Cheſt to be fold, what 


do you think I was offer'd for my thirty Pounds worth 
of Work? | 

La. Charl. I don't know, fifty Guineas perhaps. 

Mrs. Modern. T wenty Shillings, as I live. 

La. Charl. Oh ! intolerable! Oh! inſufferable! 

Cap. Bella. But are we to have no Hazard this 
Morning ? | 

Mrs. Modern, With all my Heart Lord Richly, 
what ſay you? 

L. Richly. My Vote always goes with the Majori- 
ty, Madam. 

Mrs. Modern. Come then, the Shrine is within, an 

you that will offer at it, follow me. | 


„8. 5 of > - 
Mr. Gaywit, Emilia. 

Emilia. Mr. Gaywit, are you no Gameſter ? 

Mr. Gaywit. No, Madam, when I play, 'tis the 
utmoſt Stretch of my Complaiſance. | 

Emilia. I am glad, I can find one who. is as great 
an Enemy to play as my ſelf; for I aſſure you, we are 
both of the ſame Opinion. 

Mr. Gaywit, I wiſh we were ſo in ev'ry thing. 

Emilia. Sir! 

Mr. Gaywit. I ſay, Madam, I wiſh all of my Opinions 
were as well ſeconded; and yet, methinks, I wou'd 
not have your Thoughts the ſame with mine. 

Emilia. Why ſo, pray? 

Mr. Gaywit. Becauſe you muſt have then many 2n 
unhappy Hour, which that you may ever ayoid, will 


be ſtill my heartieſt Pray'r. 


Emilia. I am oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Ar. Gaywit. Indeed, you are not. It is a ſelſ-in- 
tereſted Wiſh ; for believe me, to ſee the leaſt Af- 
fliction attend you, wou'd give this Breaſt the greateſt 
Agony it is capable of feeling. 
Emilia. 
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Emilia. Nay, this is ſo extravagant a Flight, I know 
not what to call it. | 
Mr. Gaywit. Nor 1 — call it a juſt Admiration of 
the higheſt Worth, call it the tendereſt Friendſhip if 
you pleaſe; tho' much I fear it merits the ſweeteſt, 
bofielt Name that can be giv'n to any of our Paſſions. 
If there be a Paſſion pure without Allay, as tender and 
ſoft, as violent and ftrong, you cannot ſure miſcall 
it by that Name. - . 
Emilia. You grow now too philoſophical for me to 
underſtand you: beſides, you wou'd, I am ſure, be 
beſt underſtood ironically; for who can believe any 
thing of Mr. Gaywit, when he hath aſſerted that he is 
unhappy ? | 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, I will leave my Caſe to your 
own Determination when you know ir. Suppoſe me 
oblig'd to marry the Woman I don't like, debarr'd 
for ever from her I love, 1 dote on, the Delight of 
my Eyes, the Joy of my Heart. Suppoſe me oblig'd 


to forſake her, and marry——another. 


Emilia. But I cannot ſuppoſe you oblig'd to that. 
Mr. Gaywit, Were it not an impertinent Trouble, 


I cou'd convince you. 


Emilia. | know not why I may not be excus'd a 
little Concern for one who hath expreſſed ſo much 


for me. | 
Mr. Gaywit. Then, Madam, the Settlement of my 
whole Fortune obliges me to marry Lady Charlotte 


Emilia. How! 
Lady Charlotte's Side, 

Mr. Gaywit. That is my only Hope. 

Emilia. And I can aſſure you, your Hope is not ill- 


but ſuppoſe the Refuſal were on 


grounded 


Mr. Caywit. 1 know, ſhe hath expreſs'd ſome diſlike 


to me; but ſhe is a Woman of that ſort, that it is 


as difficult co be certain of her Diſlike, as her Affec- 
tion; and whom the Proſpect of Grandeur wou'd ea- 
fily make obedient to her Father's Commands. 


Emilia. 
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Emilia. Well! if you are ſincere, I pity you hear- 
tily. | 
Mr. Gaywit. And if you are ſincere, I never knew 
Happineſs till this dear Moment. 


; SCENE XII. 
Mr. Gaywit, Emilia, Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern, 
Lady Charlotte, Captain Beilamant, 

Mrs. Modern. Victoria, Victoria 

Cap. Bella. Stript, by Jupiter / | 

8 Eleven Mans together, Modern; you are 
a Devil. | 

Emilia. What's the matter, Lady Charlotte ? 

La. Charl. Oh, my Dear, you never ſaw the like 
Modern has held in nine thouſand Mains in one Hand, 


and won all the World. . | 
Mr. Gaywit. She has always great Luck at Ha- 
Zard. 


L. Richly, Surprizing to-day, upon my W ord. 

Mrs. Modern. Surprizing to me; for it is the firſt 
Succeſs I have had this Month; and I am ſure, my 
Duadrille makes ev'ry one a ſufficient Amends for my 
Hazarg. : 

L. Richly. You are one of thoſe, whoſe winning no 
_—_ ever heard of, or whole loſing no one eyer 
aw. 

f C. Bella. But you forget the Auction, Lady Char- 
otte. 

La. Charl. What have I to do at an Auction, that 
am ruin'd and undone? | 

Mr. Gaywit. As much as many that are undone; 
bid out of whim, in order to raiſe the Price, and ruin 
others. Or if the Hammer ſhou'd fall upon you, be- 
fore you expect it, take a ſudden diſlike ro the Goods, 
or diſpute your own Words, and leave them upon the 
Hands of — Seller. 

Mrs. Modern, How polite is that now? Gaywit will 
grow ſhortly as well-bred, as Madcap. 

Cap. Bella. We ſhall haye him there too, and he is 
the life of an Auction. PE 
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La. Charl. Oh! the moſt agreeable Creature in the 
World —— he has more Wir than any Body, he has 
made me laugh five hundred Hours together. Emilia, 
we will juſt call there, and then I'll ſer you down at 
Home. ls 

Emilia. Let us but juſt call then. | 

Za. Charl. That Caution is admirable from you, 
when you know | never ſtay above ſix Minutes any 
where. Well, you never will reform. | 

L. Richly. I deſire, Charlotte, you wou'd be at Home 

Four. © | 

La. Char]. 1 ſhall very eaſily, my Lord, for I have 
not above fourteen or fifteen Places to call at—Come, 
dear Creature, let us go, for I have more Buſineſs than 
half the World upon my Hands, and I muſt poſitively 
call at the Auctiòn. | 

Mr. Gaywit. Where you have no Buſineſs, it ſeems. 

La. Charl. Impertinent! Modern, your Servant. 


SCENE XIII. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


L. Richly. I only waited till you were alone, Ma- 
dam to renew my Buſineſs. 

Mrs. Modern. If you intend to renew your Imperti- 
nence, I wiſh you wou'd omit both. | 

L. Richly. So, I find I have my Work to do over 
apain. 
Aer. Modern. But if you pleaſe, my Lord, to truce 

with your Propoſals, and let Piguet be the Word. 

IL. Richly. 90, you have taken Money out of my 
Daughters Hands, to put it into mine. 

Mrs. Modern. Be not confident ] have been too 
hard for you before now. 

L. Richly. Well, and without a Compliment, I 
know none whom I wou'd ſooner loſe to than your 
ſelf; for to any one who loves Play as well as you, and 
plays as ill, the Money we loſe, by a ſurprizing ill For- 
tune, is only lent. 


Mrs, 


The MODERN HUSBAND. ; 
Mrs. Modern. Methinks, my Lord, you ſhou'd be 


fearful of deterring me by this plain-dealing. 


L. Richly. 1 am better acquainted with your Sex. 
It is as impoſſible to perſuade a Woman that ſhe plays 
ill, as that ſhe looks ill. The one may make her 
tear her Cards, and the other break her Looking- 


laſs, 
, Her want of Skill, for want of Luck muſt paſs z 
As want of Beauty's owing to her Glaſs. 
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ACT m SCENTS 
SCE N E continues. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


Mrs. Modern. AN you be ſo cruel? 


L. Richly. Ridiculous! you might 
as well ask me for my whole Eſtate; I am ſure, I 
wou'd as ſoon give it you. 

Mrs. Modern. An everlaſting Curſe attend the Cards! 
Ai to be repiqu'd from forty, when I play'd but for 
five ! my Lord, I believe you a Chear. 

L. Richly. Ar your Service, Madam —— when you 
have more Money, if you will honour me with No- 
tice, I will be ready to receive it. | | 

Mrs. Modern. Stay, my Lord —give me the twen- 
ty Guineas. | 

L. Richly. On my Conditions. 

Mrs. Modern. Any Conditions. 

L. Richly. Then you muſt contrive ſome way or o- 
ther, a Meeting berween me and Mrs. Bellamant, ar 
your Houſe. 

Mrs. Modern. Mrs. Bellamant / 

L. Richly.. Why do you ſtart at that Name? 

Mrs. Modern. She has the Reputation of the ſtricteſt 
Vertue of any Woman in Town, 

BEN: L. Richly, 
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L.. Richly. Virtue! ha, ha, ha! ſo have you, and ſo 
have ſeveral of my Acquaintance z there are as few 
Women who have not the Reputation of Virtue, as 
that have the thing ir ſelf. 

Mrs. Modern. And what do you propoſe by meeting 
her here? | 

IL. Richly. I am too civil to tell you plainly what I 
propoſe; tho' by your Queſtion one wou'd imagine 
you expected it. 

Mrs. Modern. 1 expect any thing from you, rather 
than Civility, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Madam, it will be your own Fault, if I 
am not civil to you. Do this for me, and I'll deny 
you nothing. | 


' Mrs, Modern. There is one thing, which tempts me 


more than your Gold, which is the Expectation of 
ſceing you deſert her, as you have done me. 

L. Richly. Which is a Pleaſure you'll certainly have 
and the ſooner you compaſs my Wiſhes, the ſooner 
you may triumph in your own : Nay, there is a third 
Motive will charm thee, my dear /7/laria, more than 
the other rwo. When I have laid this Paſſion, which 
hath abated thar for you, I may recura to your Arms 
with all my former Foncneſs. 10 
Mrs. Modern. Excuſe my Incredulity, my Lord; for 
tho' Love can change its Object, it can never return 
to the ſame again. | PONY 
L. Richly, 1 may convince you of the contrary —— 
but to our Buſineſs; Fortune has. declar'd on our Side 
already, by ſending Bellamant hither : cultivate an 
Acquaintance with him, and you cannot avoid bei 
acquainted with his Wife, She is the perfe& Shadow 


of her Husband; they are as inſeparable, as Lady 


Coquette and her Lapdog. 
Mrs. Modern. Ves, or as her Ladyſhip and her Im- 


pertinence; or her Lapdog and his Smell. Well, it is 


to me ſurprizing, how Women of Faſhion can carry 
Husbands, Children, and Lapdogs about with em 
three Things I never cou'd be fond of, 


L. Richly. 


— 
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L. Richly. If the Ladies were not fonder of their 
Lapdogs than of their Husbands, we ſhou'd have no 
more Dogs in St. James's Pariſh, than there are Lions 
at the Tower, I 

Mrs. Modern. It is an uncommon Bravery in you, to 
ſingle out the Woman who is reputed to be the fond- 
eſt of her Husband. 

L. Richly. She that is fond of one Man, may be fond 
of another. Fondneſs, in a Woman's Temper, like 
the Love of Play, may prefer one Man, and one Game 
but will incline her to try more, eſpecially, when ſhe 
expects greater Profit, and there I am ſure, I am ſu- 
perior to my Rival: If Flattery will allure her, or 
Riches tempt her, ſhe ſhall be mine; and thoſe are 
the two great Gates by which the Devil enters the 
Heart of Womankind—— Pſhaw ! He here !— 


SCENE II. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern. 


Mr. Modern. I am your Lordſhip's moſt obedient 
humble Servant. 
L. Richly. Have you ſeen this new Opera, Madam ? 
Mrs. Modern. I have heard vaſt Commendations of 
it ; but I cannot bear an Opera, now poor La Dovi's + 
one. 
: L. Richly. Nor I, after poor 4 la Fama. 
Mrs. Modern. Oh! Cara la Dovi! I proteſt, IT have 
often reſolv'd to follow her into Italy. 
L. Richly. Y ou will allow A la Fama's Voice, I hope. 
Mrs. Modern. But the Mien of La Dovi, then her 
Judgment in Singing; the Moment ſhe enter'd the 
Stage, I have wiſh'd my ſelf all Eyes. 
. Richly. And the Moment A Ia Fama ſung, I have 
wiſh'd my ſelf all Ears. | 
Mr. Modern. I find, I am no deſir'd part of this 
Company. I hope, your Lordſhip will pardon me; 
Buſineſs of the greateſt Conſequence requiring my At- 
tendance, prevents my waiting on your Lordſhip ac- 
cording to my Deſites. 
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SCENE III. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


L. Ricbly. This unſeaſonable Interruption has quite 
cut the Thread of my Deſign. Pox on him, a Huſ- 
band, like the Fool in a Play, is of no Uſe but to cauſe 
Confuſion. 

Mrs. Modern. You wou'd have an Opportunity at 
my Houſe, and to procure it, I muſt be acquainted 
with Mrs. Bellamant ; now, there is a lucky Acci- 
dent which you are not appriz'd of Mr. Bellamant 
is an humble Servant of mine. | 

L. Richly. That is lucky indeed; cou'd we give her 
a Cauſe of Suſpicion that way, it were a lively Prof- 
pect of my Succeſs; as perſuading a Thief that his 
Companion is falſe, is the ſureſt way to make him ſo, 

Mrs. Modern, A very pretty Compariſon of your 
Lordſhip's between the two States. | 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, Mr. Bellamant deſires to know, if 
your Ladyſhip is at home. 

Mrs. Modern. I am. Bring him into the Dining- 
Room. | | 9 

L. Richly. Thou dear Creature, let me but ſucceed 
in this Affair, I'll give thee Millions. 

Mrs. Modern. More Gold, and fewer Promiſes, my 
Load... .- 

L. Richly. An hundred Guineas ſhall be the Price of 
our firſt Interview. 

Mrs. Modern. Be punctual, and be confident. Go 
out the back Way, that he may not ſce you 

L. Richly. Adieu, my Machiavil. | 


SCENE IV. Mrs. Bellamant's Fionſe, 


Mrs. Bellamant, My. Gaywit, Emilia. 


Mrs. Bella. And ſo, Lady Willitt, after all her 
Proteſtations _ Matrimony, has ar laſt generouſly 
beſtowed her ſelf on a young Fellow with no Fortune, 
the tamous Beau Smirk, | 


Emilia. 
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Emilia. She was proof againſt ev'ry thing but Cha- 

rity. 
At Gaywit. To which all other Virtues ſhou'd be 
facrific'd, as it is the greateſt; the Ladies are apt to 
value themſelves on their Virtue, as a rich Citizen 
does on his Purſe; and I do not know which is of 
the greateſt Uſe to the Publick. 

Mrs. Bella. Nor I, which are the oftneſt Bank- 
rupts. 

2 Gaywit. And as, in the City, they ſuſpe& a Man 
who is oſtentatious of his Riches; ſo ſhou'd I the Wo- 
man, who makes the moſt Noiſe of her Virtue. 

Mrs. Bella. We are all the leaſt ſolicitous about 
Perfections, which we are well aſſur'd of our poſſeſ- 
ſing. Flattery is never ſo agreeable as to our blind 
Side, Commend a Fool for his Wit, or a Knave 
for his Honeſty, and they will receive you into their 
Boſoms. 

Emilia. Nay, I have known a pretty Lady who 
was vain of nothing but her falſe Locks; and have ſeen 
a Pair of ſquinting Eyes, that never ſmil'd at a Com- 
pliment made to any other Feature. 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Madam, and I know a pretty 
Gentleman, who obliges me very often with his ill- 
ſpelt Songs; and a very ugly Poer, who hath made me 
a Preſent of his Picture. 

Emilia. Well, ſince you ſee it is ſo agreeable to flat- 
ter one's blind Side, I think you haye no Excuſe to 
compliment on the other. 

Mr. Gaywit. Then I ſhall have a very good Excuſe 
to make you no Compliment at all. But this I aſſure 
you, Emilia, the firſt Imperfection J diſcover, I will 
tell you of ir with the utmoſt Sincerity. 

Emilia. And I aſſure you with the utmoſt Sincerity, 
I ſhall not thank you for it. 

Mrs. Bella. 'Then without any Flattery, you are 
two of the moſt open Plain-dealers 1 have met with, 
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SCENE V. 


Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia, Lady Charotte, 
Mr. Gaywit. 


La. Charl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, make ſome Ex- 
eule for me; 1 ſee, Emilia is going to chide me for 
ſtaying ſo long. When, did the know the Fatigue 1 
had this Afternoon, — I was juſt-going into my Coach, 
when Lady Twitter came in, and forc'd me away to a 
Fan-thop. Well, I have ſeen a Set of the prettieſt 
Fans to-day. My dear Creature, where did you get 
that Lace? I never ſaw any thing ſo raviſhing. 

Emilia. I cannot ſee any thing ſo extraordinary in it. 

La. Charl. It cou'd not coſt lefs than ten Pound a 


Yard —— Oh! Mr. Gaywit, are you here? 


Emilia. He goes with us to the Play. 
La. Charl. Oh hateful! how can you bear him? I 
wou'd as ſoon to the Chappel with Lady Prude: I ſaw 


the ridiculous Creature cry at a Tragedy. 


Mrs. Bella. Do you think he need be aſham'd of 
that, Lady Charlotte? 

La. Charl. J wow'd as ſoon laugh at a Comedy, or 
fall aſleep at an Opera. 

Mrs. Bella. What is the Play to-night ? 

La. Charl. I never know that. Miſs Rattle and I 
ſaw four Acts the other Night, and came away with- 
out knowing the Name. I think, one only goes to ſee 
the Company, and there will be a great deal to-night; 
for the Dutcheſs of Simpleton ſent to me this Morn- 
ing. Emilia, you muſt go with me after the Play: 


I muſt make juſt fourteen Viſits between Nine and 


Ten: Yeſterday, was the firſt Payment I have made 
ſince I came to Town, and I was able to compaſs 
no more than three and forty ; tho' I only found 
my Lady Sober at Home, and ſhe was at Quadrille — 
Lud, Mrs. Bellamant, I think you have left off play, 
9 is to me ſurprizing, when you play'd ſo very 
well. | 

Mrs. Bella. And. yet I believe, you hardly ever ſaw 
me win. 
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La. Charl. I never mind whether I win or no, if I 
make no Miſtakes. 

Mr. Gaywit. Which you never fail of doing as of- 
ren as you play. 

La. Charl. Do you hear him? 

Emilia. Oh! he ſets up for a Plain-dealer, that is, 
one who ſhews his Wit at the Expence of his Breed- 
ing. 

. Charl. Yes, and at the Expence of his Truth. 

Emilia. Never mind him, Lady Charlotte, you will 
have the Town on your Side. 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, they will all ſpeak for you that 
play againſt you. 

La. Charl. This is downright inſupportable. 


SCENE VI. 
Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia, Mr. Gay wit, Lady Char- 
| lotte, Captain Bellamant. 

La. Charl. Oh! here's Captain Bellamant ſhall be 
my Voucher. 

Cap. Bella. That you may be aſſur'd of, Lady Char- 
lotte, for I have ſo implicit a Faith in your Ladyſhip, 
that I know you are in the right before you ſpeak. 

La. Charl. Mr. Gaywit does not allow me to play at 
Quadrille. ; 

Cap. Bella. He may as well deny that your Lady- 
ſhip ſees; beſides, I do not lay a great deal of Weight 
on his Judgment, whom I never ſaw play at all. 

La. Charl. Oh, abominable ! then he does not live 


| at all. I wiſh my whole Life was one Party at Qua- 
drille. 


Cap. Bella. As a Spaniard's is a Game at Cheſs, egad. . 

Mrs. Bella. I never intend to ſacrifice my Time en- 
tirely to play, till I can get no one to keep me Com- 
pany for nothing. 

Mr. Gaywit. Right, Madam, I think the Votaries 


to Gaming, ſhou'd be ſuch as want Helps for Conver- 


ſation : And none ſhou'd have always Cards in their 

Hands, but thoſe who have nothing but the Weather 

in their Mouths, | 
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Mrs. Bella. Thus gaming wou'd be of Service to 
the Publick of Wit, by taking away the Encouragers 
of Nonſenſe, as a War is of Service to a Nation, by 
taking the idle People out of it. 

La. Charl. Intolerable! Mrs. Bellamant an Advocate 


againſt Play ?— 


SCENE VIL : 


Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Captain Bellamant, Lady 
Charlotte, Emilia, Mrs. Bellamant. 


L. Richly. Who is an Advocate againſt Play? 

La. Charl. Mrs. Bellamant, my Lord. 

L. Richly. She is 3 a perfect Deſerter from the 
Beau Monde : She has declar'd her ſelf againſt Mr. 
Crambo too. | 

La. Charl. Againſt dear Mr. Crambo? 

Mrs. Bella. I am only for indulging Reaſon in our 
Entertainments, my Lord. I wok own, when I ſee 
a polite Audience pleas'd at ſeeing Bedlam on the Stage, 
I cannot forbear thinking them fit for no other Place. 

L. Richly. Now, I am never entertain'd better. 

La. Charl. Nor I. Oh dear Bedlam! I have gone 

there once a Week for a long time . I am charm'd 
with thoſe delighrful Creatures, the Kings, and the 
Queens. 
Cap. Bella. And your Ladyſhip has contributed a- 
bundance of Lovers, all Kings, no doubt: for he 
that cou'd have the Boldneſs to attempt you, might 
with much leſs Madneſs dream of a Throne. 

La. Charl. Well, I ſhou'd like to be a Queen. I 
fancy, *tis very pretty to be a Queen. 

Cap. Bella, Were I a King, Lady Charlotte, you 
ſhou'd have your Wiſh, | 

La. Charl. Ay, but then, I muſt have you too-— 
I wou'd not have an odious filthy He-Creature for the 
World. 

Mr. Gaywit. Faith, you cannot eaſily find any, who 
is leſs of the He- Creature. t [ 4/ide. 

Emilia. But, Lady Charlotte, we ſhall be too late 
for the Play, i 
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La. Charl. I believe the firſt Act is over, ſo we'll 
o. I don't believe, I ever ſaw the firſt Act of a 
lay in my Life— but do you think, I'll ſuffer you 

in my Coach ? 
Mr. Gaywit. Ar leaſt, you'll ſuffer me to put this 
Lady into it. | 

Cap. Bella. And me to put your Ladyſhip in. 

La. Charl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, your moſt obedient 
Servant. | | 

L. Richly. Shall I have the Honour, in the mean 
time, of entertaining you at Piquet? 

Mrs. Bella. Your Lordſhip has ſuch a vaſt Advan- 
tage over me | 

L. Richly. None in the leaſt : but if you think ſo, 
Madam, I'll give you what Points you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Bella. For one Party then, my Lord — Get 
Cards there — Your Lordſhip will excuſe me a Mo- 
ment. 

L. Richly. Charming Woman!—and thou art mine, 
as ſurely as I wiſh thee— Let me ſee — ſhe goes in- 
to the Country in a Fortnight Now, if I com- 
paſs my Affair in a Day or two, I ſhall be weary of 
her by that time, and her Journey will be the moſt 
agreeable thing that can happen, 


SCENE VII. Mr. Modern's Houſe. 
Mrs. Modern, Mr. Bellamant. 


Mrs. Modern. Is it not barbarous, nay, mean, to 
upbraid me with what nothing bur the laſt Neceſlity, 
could haye made me ask of you? | 

Mr. Bella. You wrong me; I lament my own Ne- 
ceffiries, not upbraid 2 My Misfortune is too pub- 
lick for you not to be acquainted with it; and what 
reſtrains me from ſupporting the Pleaſures of the beſt 
Wife in the World, 2 I think, juſtly excuſe me 
from ſupporting thoſe of a Miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Modern. Do you inſult me with your Wife's 
Virtue? You! who have robb'd me of mine?—yet Hea- 
yen will, I hope, forgive me this firſt Slip; and if 
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henceforth I ever liſten to the Siren Perſwaſions of 
your falſe ungrateful Sex, may I —— 

Mr. Bella. But hear me, Madam. 

Mrs. Modern. Would I had never heard, nor ſeen, 
nor known you. | . 

Mr. Bella. If I alone have robb'd you of your Ho- 

nour, it is you alone have robb'd me of mine. 

Mrs. Modern. Your Honour! ridiculous! the Vir- 
tue of a Man! 

Mr. Bella. Madam, I ſay, my Honour; if to rob a 
Woman who brought me Beauty, Fortune, Love and 

Virtue; if to hazard the making her miſerable be no 
Breach of Honour, Robbers and Murderers may be 
honourable Men: Yer, this I have done, and this I 
do ſtill for you. 

Mrs. Modern. We will not enter into a Detail, Mr. 
Bellamant, of what we have done for one another; 
perhaps, the Balance may be on your Side: If ſo, it 
muſt be ſtill greater; for I have one Requeſt which J 
muſt not be denied. | 

Mr. Bella. You know, if it be in my Power to 
grant, it is not in my Power to deny you. 

Mrs. Modern. Then for the fake of my Reputation, 
and to prevent any Jealouſy in my Husband, bring me 
acquainted with Mrs. Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. Ha! 

Mrs. Modern. By which means we ſhall have more 
frequent Opportunities together. 

Mr. Bella. Of what uſe your Acquaintance can be, 
I know not. | | 


Mrs. Modern. Do you ſcruple it? This is too plain 


an Evidence of your Contempt of me; you will nor 
introduce a Woman of ſtain'd Virtue to your Wife : 
Can you, who cauſed my Crime, be the firſt to con- 
temn me for it? ; 

Mr. Bella. Since you impute my Caution to ſo 
wrong a Cauſe, I am willing to prove your Error. 
Mrs. Modern. Let our Acquaintance begin this 
Night then, try if you cannot bring her hither now. 
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Mr. Bella. J will try, nay, and I will ſucceed: for 
Oh! I have ſacrificed the beſt of Wives to your Love, 

Mrs. Modern. I envy, not admire her for an Affecti- 
on which any Woman might preſerve to you. 

Mr. Bella. I fly to execute your Commands. 

Mrs. Modern. Stay I— 

Mr. Bella. Speak. 

Mrs. Modern. I muſt ask one laſt Favour of you 
and yet I know not how—— tho' it be a Trifle, and 
I will repay it only to lend me another Hundred 
Guineas. 

Mr. Bella. Your Requeſt, Madam, is always a Com- 
mand. I ſhall think Time flies with Wings of Lead 


till I return, 


SCENE VIII. 
Mrs. Modern /0la. 


Mrs. Modern. And I ſhall think you fly on golden 
Wings, my dear Gallant. Thou Aſs, to think that 
the Heart of a Woman is to-be won by Gold, as well 
as her Perſon; but thou wilt find, though a Woman 
often ſells her Perſon ſhe-always gives her Heart. 


SCENE IX. Mrs. Bellamant's Houſe, 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant, at Piquet. 

L. Richly. Six Parties ſucceſſively ! ſure, Fortune 
will change ſoon, or I ſhall believe ſhe is not blind. 

Mrs. Bella. No, my Lord, you either play with too 
great Negligence, or with ſuch Ill- luck that I ſhall preſs 
my Victory no farther at preſent. Beſides I can't help 
thinking five Points place the Odds on my Side. 

L. Richly. Can you change this Note, Madam? 

Mrs. Bella. Let it alone, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Excuſe me, Madam, if I am ſuperſtitiouſly 
obſervant to pay my Loſings, before 1 riſe from 
the Table Beſides, Madam, it will give me an infi- 
nite Pleaſure to have the fineſt Woman in the World 
in my Debt. Do but keep it till I have the Ho- 


nour of ſeeing you again. Nay, Madam, I _ 
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inſiſt on it, tho' I am forced to leave it in your 
Hands thu 


SCENE X. 
Mrs. Bellamant ſola. 


Mrs. Bella. What can this mean I am confi- 
dent too that he loft the laſt Party deſignedly. I ob- 
ſerved him fix his Eyes ſtedfaſtly on mine, aud ſigh, 
and ſeem careleſs of his Game— It muſt be ſo 
he certainly hath a Deſign on me. I will return him 
this Note immediately, and am reſolved never to ſec 
him more. | 


SCENE XI. 


Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant. 


Mrs. Bella. My Dear! where have you been all Day ? 
I have not had one Moment of your Company fince 
Dinner. 
Mr. Bella. I have been upon Buſineſs of very great 
Conſequence, my Dear. 
Mrs. Bella. Is it fit for me to hear? 
Mr. Bella. No, my Dear, it would only make you 
uneaſy. | ABT 
Mrs. Bella. Nay, then I muſt hear it, that I may 
ſhare your Concern. | 
| Mr. Bella. Indeed, it would rather aggravate it : 
It is not in your Power to aſſiſt me; for ſince you 
will know it, an Affair hath happen'd, which makes 
it neceſſary for me ro pay an Hundred Guineas this 
very Evening. | 
Mrs. Bella. Is that all? | | 
Mr. Bella. That indeed was once a Trifle—— but 
now it makes me uneaſy. | 
| Me,. Bella. So it doth not me, becauſe it is in my 
pl Power to ſupply you— Here is a Note for that Sum ; 
| but I muſt be poſitively repaid within a Day or two: 
It is only a Friend's Money truſted in my Hands. 


* 
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Mr. Bella. My Dear, ſure when Heaven gave me 
thee, it gave me a Cure for every Malady of the Mind, 
and it hath made thee ſtill the Inſtrument of all its 


Good to me. | 


Mrs, Bella. Be aſſured, I deſire no greater Bleſſing 
than the continual Reflection of having pleaſed you. 

Mr. Bella, Are you engaged, my Love, this Evening? 

Mrs. Bella. Whatever Engagement I have, it is in 
your Power to break. | 

Mr. Bella. If you have none, IJ will introduce you 
to a new Acquaintance : One whom I believe you 
never viſited, but muſt know by Sight Mrs. 
Modern. 

Mrs. Bella. It is equal to me in what Company I 
am, when with you. My Eyes are ſo delighted with 


that principal Figure, that I have no Leiſure to con- 


template the reſt of the Piece. I'll wait on you im- 
mediately. 

SCENE XII. 

Mr. Bellamant ſolus. 

Mr. Bella. What a Wretch am 1! Have I either Ho- 
nour or Gratitude, and can I injure ſuch a Woman? 
How do I injure her! While ſhe perceives no Abate- 
ment in wy Paſſion, ſhe is not injured by its inward 
Decay: Nor can I give her a ſecret Pain, while 
ſhe hath no Suſpicion of my ſecret Pleaſures. Have 
I not found too an equal Return of Paſſion in my Miſ- 
treſs? Does ſhe not ſacrifice more for me than 'a 
Wife can? The Gallant is, indeed, indebted for the 
Favours he receives: But the Husband pays dearly 
for what he enjoys. I hope, however, this will be the 
laſt hundred Pounds I ſhall be asked to lend. My 
Wife's having this dear Note was as lucky as it was 
unexpected Ha! the ſame I gave this Morn- 
ing to Mrs. Modern; Amazement, what can this mean? 


SCENE XII. 


Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant. 
Mr. Bella. My Dear, be not angry at my Curio- 
ſity, but pray tell me how came you by — 
| rs, 
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Mrs. Bella. Pardon me, my Dear, I have a particu- 


lar Reaſon for not telling you. 


Mr. Bella. And I have as particular a Reaſon for 


asking it. | 

Mrs. Bella. I beg you not to preſs me: perhaps 
you will oblige me to ſacrifice a Friend's Reputation. 
* Mr. Bella. The Secret ſhall reſt in my Boſom, I aſ- 

re you. 

Ms. Bella. But ſuppoſe, I ſhould have promiſed not 
to ſuffer it from my own. 

* Bella. A Husband's Command breaks any Pro- 
mue. | 
Mrs. Bella. I am ſurprized to ſee you ſo ſolicitous 
about a Trifle. 

Mr. Bella. J am rather ſurprized to find you ſo te- 
nacious of one; beſides be aſſured, you cannot have 
half the Reaſon to ſuppreſs the Diſcovery, as I to in- 
ſiſt upon it. : 

Mrs. Bella. What is your Reaſon? 

Mr. Bella. The very Difficulty you make in telling 
It. | 8 | 

Mrs. Bella. Your Curioſity ſhall be ſatisfied then; 
but I beg you would defer it now. I may get ab- 
ſolved from my Promiſe of Secrecy. I beg you would 
not urge me to break my Truſt. 

Mr. Bella. | Aſide.] She certainly hath not diſcover- 
ed my Falſhood, that were impoſhble : beſides I may 
ſatisfy my ſelf immediately by Mrs. Modern. 

Mrs. Bella. What makes you uneaſy ? I aſſure you, 
there is nothing in this worth your knowing. 

Mr. Bella. I believe it, at leaft I ſhall give up my 
Curioſity to your Deſire. 

Mrs. Bella. I am ready to wait on you. 

Mr. Bella. I muſt make a ſhort Viſit firſt on what 
I told you, and will call on you immediately. 


SCENE XIV. 
| Mrs. Bellamant ſola. * 
Mrs. Bella. What can have given him this Curio- 


fity I know not, but ſhould 1 have diſcovered the _ 


Truth, 
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Truth, who can tell into what Suſpicions it might 
| have betrayed him? His jealous Honour might have 
reſolved on ſome fatal Return to Lord Richly, had he 
taken it in the ſame way as I do; whereas by keeping 
the Secret, I preſerve him every way from Danger; for 
I my ſelf will ſecure his Honour without expoſing his 
Perſon. I will my ſelf give Lord Richly his Diſcharge. 
How nearly have I been unawares to the Brink of 
Ruin! for, ſurely, the lighteſt Suſpicion of a Husband 
is Ruin, indeed ! 


When Innocence can ſcarce our Lives defend; 
W hat Dangers muſt the guilty Wife attend ? 
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ACT N. SCE 


SCENE, Mrs. Modern's Houſe. 
Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern. 


Mr. Modern. = ſhort, Madam, you ſhall not drive 

a ſeparate Trade at my Expence. 
Your Perſon is mine, I bought ir lawfully in the 
Church, and unleſs I am to profit by the Diſpoſal, I 
ſhall keep it all for my own Uſe. 

Mrs. Modern. This Inſolence is not to be borne. 

Mr. Modern. Have I not winked at all your In- 
trigues ? Have I not pretended Buſineſs, to leave you and 
your Gallants together? Haye I not been the moſt ob- 
ſequious, obſervant—— ; 

Mrs. Modern. Out with it, you know what you are. 

Mr. Modern. Do you upbraid me with your Vices, 
Madam ? 

Mrs. Modern. My Vices—— call it Obedience to a 
Husband's Will. Can you deny that you have your 
ſelf perſuaded me to the Undertaking ? Can you for- 

gf get 
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get the Arguments you uſed to convince me that Vir- 

tue was the lighteſt of Bubbles? | | 
Mr. Modern. I own it all; and had I felt the 
Sweets of your Pleaſures, as at firſt, I had neyer once 
upbraided you with them; but as I muſt more than 
ſhare the Diſhonour, it is ſurely reaſonable I ſhould 
ſhare the Profit. | 

Mrs. Modern. And have you not? 

Mr. Modern. What it I have 

Mrs. Modern, Why do you complain then ? 

Mr. Modern. Becauſe I find thoſe Effects no more. 


Your Cards run away with the Lucre of your other 


Pleaſures—— and you loſe to the Knaves of your own 
Sex, what you get from the Fools of ours. 

Mrs. Modern. Tis falſe, you know I ſeldom loſe— 
Nor indeed can I conſiderably; for I have not lately 
had it in my Power to ſtake high: Lord Richly, who 
was the Fountain of our Wealth, hath long been dry 
to me. 

Mr. Modern, I hope, Madam, this new Gallant 
will turn to a better Account. | 

Mrs. Modern, Our Amour is yet too young to ex- 
pect any Fruit from thence. | 

Mr. Modern. As young as it is, I have Reaſon to be- 
lieve it is 33 to Perfection. Whatever Fruits I 
may expect from him, it is not impoſſible, from 


what hath already happened, but I may expect ſome 


from you, and that is not golden Fruit. I am ſure 
if Women ſprung from the Earth, as ſome Philoſo- 
phers think, it was from the Clay of Egypt, not the 
Sands of Peru. Serpents and Crocodiles are the on- 
ly Fruit they produce. . 
Mrs. Modern. Very true, and a Wife contains the 
whole ten Plagues of her Country. [ Laughing. 
Mr. Modern. Why had I nor been born a Turk, that 
I might have enſlaved my Wife, or a Chineſe, chat I 
might have ſold her! | 
Mrs. Modern. That would have been only the Cuſ- 
tom of the Country: You have done more, you 
have ſold her in England; in a Country, where Wo- 
| men 
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men are as backward to be fold to a Lover, as to refuſe 
him; and where Cuckold is almoft the only Title of 
Honour that can't be bought. 

Mr. Modern. This ludicrous Behaviour, Madam, as 
ill becomes the preſent Subject, as the entertaining 
new Gallants doch the Tenderneſs you this Morning 
expreſſed for your Reputation. In ſhort, it is impoſſi- 
ble that your Amours ſhould be ſecret long; and how- 
ever careleſs you have been of me whilſt I have had 
my Horns in my Pocket, I hope you'll take care to 
gild them when I am to wear them in Publick. 

Mrs. Modern. W hat would you have me do ? 

Mr. Modern. Suffer me to diſcover you together; 
by which means we may make our Fortunes eaſy all at 
once. One good Diſcovery in Weſtminſter-Hall will 
be of greater Service than his utmoſt Generofity —— 
The Law will give you more in one Moment, than 
his Love for many Years. 

Mrs. Modern. Don't think of it. 

Mr. Modern. Yes, and reſolve it; unleſs you agree 
to this, Madam, you muſt agree immediately to break 
up our Houſe, and retire into the Country. 

Mrs. Modern. Racks and Tortures are in that Name. 

Mr. Modern. But many more are in that of a Pri- 
ſon; ſo you muſt reſolve either to quit the Town, or 
ſubmit ro my Reaſons. | | 

Mrs. Modern. When Reputation is gone, all Places 
are alike : when I am deſpiſed in it, I ſhall hate the 
Town as much as now I like it. 

Mr. Modern. There are other Places and other 
Towns; the whole World is the Houſe of the Rich, 
and they may live in what Apartment of it they 
pleaſe. 

Mrs. Modern. I cannot reſolve. 

Mr. Modern. But I can: if you will keep your Re- 
putation, you ſhall carry it into the Country, where 
it will be of Service—— In Town it is of none — or 
if it be, *tis, like Clogs, only to thoſe that walk on 
Foot; and the one will no more recommend you in 


an Aſſembly, than the other. 
Mrs, 


48 The MODERN HUSBAND. 


Mrs. Modern. You never had any Love for me. 

Mr. Modern. Do you tax me with Want of Love 
for you? Have I not for your ſake ſtood the publick 
Mark of Infamy ? Would you have had me poorly 
kept you, and ſtary'd you?— No-—I could not bear 
to ſee you want, therefore have acted the Part I've 
done: And yet while I have wink'd at the giving up 
your Virtue, have I not been the moſt induſtrious to 
extol it every where? 

Mrs. Modern. So has Lord Richly, and fo have all 
his Creatures, a common Trick among you: to 
blazon out the Reputation of Women, whoſe Virtue 
you have deſtroyed z and as induftriouſly blacken 
them who have withſtood you. A Deceit ſo ſtale, 
that your Commendation wou'd ſully a Woman of 
Honour. 

Mr. Modern. I have no longer Time to reaſon with 
you; ſo I ſhall leave you to conſider on what I have 
ſaid. |  [ Exit. 

Mrs. Modern. What ſhall I do! Can I bear to be 
the publick Scorn of all the Malicious and Ugly of 
my own Sex, or to retire with a Man whom I hate 
and deſpiſe, Hold! there is a fmall Glimpſe of Hope 
that I may avoid them both. I have reaſon to think 
Bellamant's Love as violent as he avers it. Now could 
J perſuade him to fly away with me Impoſlible ! 
he hath ſtill too much Tenderneſs for his Wife. 


SCENE II. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 

L. Richly. What Succeſs, my Angel. | 
Mrs. Modern. Hope all, my Lord, that Lovers wiſh 
or Husbands fear; ſhe will be here. 

L. Richly. When? 

Mrs. Modern. Now, to- night, inſtantly. 
I. Richly. Thou Glory of Intrigue, what Words 
ſhall thank thee? EM 
Mrs. Modern. No- Words at all, my Lord, a Hun- 
dred Pounds muſt witneſs the firſt Interview. 


L. Richly. 


laying it. 
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I. Richly. They ſhall; and if ſhe yields a Thou- 


and. 1 
rt. Modern. That you muſt not expect ye. 
I. Richly. By Heaven I do, I have more Reaſon to 
expect it than you imagine; I have not been wanting 
to my Deſires, ſince I left you. Fortune too ſeems to 
have watched for me. I got her to Piquet, threw a- 
way ſix Parties, and left her a Bank- Note of a Hun- 
dred for the Payment of Six Pound. | 
Mrs. Modern. And did ſhe receive it? Ir 

L. Richly. With the ſame Reluctancy that a Lawyer 
or Phyſician would a double Fee, or a Court-Pricſt 
a Plurality. 1 | | 
3 * Modern. Then there is Hope of Succeſs, in- 

ced. A | ; N | 

I. Richly. Hope, there is Certainty, the next At- 
tack muſt carry her. | pk 

Mrs. Modern. You have a hundred Friends in the 
Garriſon, my Lord: | | 
I. Richly. And if ſome of them do not open the 
Gates for. me, the Devil's in it: I have ſucceeded of- 
ten by leaving Money in a Lady's Hands; ſhe ſpends 


It, is unable to pay, and then I, by Virtue of my 


Mortgage, immediately enter upon the Premiles. 
Mrs. Modern. You are very generous, my Lord. 
L. Richly. My Money ſhall always be the humble 


Servant of my Pleaſures z and it is the Intereſt of Men 


of Fortune to keep' up the Price of Beauty, that they 
may have it more among themſelves. | 
Mrs. Modern. I am as much pleaſed, as ſurprized, at 
this your Proſpect of Succeſs; and from this Day for- 
ward I will think with you, all Vertue to be only Pride, 
Caprice, and the Fear of Shame. R 
L. Richly. Vertue, like the Ghoſt in Hamlet, is here, 


there, every where, and no where at all; its Appear- 


ance is as imaginary as that of a Ghoſt; and they are 


much the ſame ſort of People, who are in Love with 
one, and afraid of the other. It is a Ghoſt which 


hath ſeldom haunted me, but I have had the Power of 


* Art. 
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Mrs. Modern. Yes, wy Lord, I am a fatal Inſtanc." 
of that Power. £3. TEES 

L. Richly. And the deareſt, I aſſure you, which is 
ſome Sacrifice to your Vanity; and ſhortly I will 
make an Offering to your Revenge, the two darling 
£4, 4 Eee * 

Mrs. Modern. But how is it poſſible for me to leave 
you together, without the moſt abrupt Rudeneſs? 

L. Richly: Never regard that; as my Succeſs is 
ſure, ſhe will hereafter thank you for a Rudeneſs ſo 
ſeaſonable. 3 1 . 

Mrs. Modern. Mr. Bellamant too will be with her. 

L. Richly. He will be as agreeably entertained with 
you in the next Room, and as he does not ſuſpect the 
leaſt Deſign in me, he will be ſatisfied with my being 
in her Company. 

Mrs. Modern. Sure, you will not attempt his Wife 
while he is in the Houſe. 
I. Ridcbly. Piſh! He is in that Dependence on my 
Intereſt, that, rather than forfeit my Favour, he would 
be himſelf her Pander. I have made twenty ſuch Men 
ſubſcribe themſelyes Cuckolds by the Proſpect of one 
Place, which not one of them ever had. Y 
Mrs. Modern. So that your Fools are not caught like 
the Fiſh in the Water by a Bait, but like the Dog in 
the Water by a Shadow. $1 RED: 2h 
L. Richly. Beſides I may poſſibly find a Pretence of 
ſending him away. ae; 18 0 
Mrs. Modern. Go then to the Chocolate-Houſe, and in 
leave a Servant to bring you word of their Arrival. It 
will be better you ſhould come in to them than they 
find you here. Se IR 
L. Richly. I will be guided by you in all things, and 
be aſſured the Conſummation of my Wiſhes ſhall be the 
Succeſs of your own. [Exit Lord Richly. 
Mrs. Modern. That they ſhall, indeed, tho' in a way 
you little imagine: This Forwardnefs, of Mrs. Bella- . 
mant's meets my ſwifteſt Wiſhes: Could I once give 1 
Bellamant Reaſon to ſuſpect his Wife, I deſpair not of 
the happieſt Effect of his Paſſion for me — Ha! he's T 
here and alone, f SCENE 
| | 
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SCENE III. 
Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 
Mrs. Modern. Where's Mrs. Bellamant ? "IR 
Adr. Bella. She will be here immediately: But I 


choſe a few Moments Privacy with you, firſt to de- 


liver you this, and next to ask you one Queſtion, 
which do not be ſtartled at. Pray, how did you em- 
ploy that Note you received this Morning? 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, if you expect an Account of me, 
_ you will {till do fo; fo let me return you 
this. | 

Mr. Bella. Do not ſo injuriouſly miſtake me. No- 
thing but the moſt extraordinary Reaſon could force 
me to ask you; know then that the very Note you 
had of me this Morning, I received within this Hour 
from my Wife. % | 11 25111 

Mrs. Modern. Ha! ha! ha! 

Mr. Bella. Why do you laugh, Madam? 

Mrs. Modern. Out of Triumph, to ſee what empty 
Politicians Men are found, when'they oppoſe their 
weak Heads to ours! On my Conſcience, a Parlia- 
ment of Women would be of yery great Service to 
the Nation. 

Mr. Bella. Were all Ladies capable as Mrs. Modern, 
I ſhould be very ready to vote on their Side. | 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, nay, Sir, you muſt not leave 

out your Wife, eſpecially you that have the beſt Wife 


in the World, ha, ha, ha. 


Mr. Bella. Forgive me, Madam, if I have been tao 
partial to a Woman, whoſe whole Buſineſs hath been 
to pleaſe me. A | 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! You have no Reaſon to be 
aſhamed of your good Opinion you are not fingular 
in it, I aſſure you; Mrs. Bellamant will have more 
Votes than one. 
Mr. Bella. I am indifferent how many ſhe has, ſince 
I am ſure ſne will make Intereſt but for one. 

Mrs. Modern. It is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, 


% And that be thine and Altamont's, ha, ha, ha. 
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Mr. Bella. I cannot gueſs your 2 ** 

Mrs. Modern. Then to introduce my Explanation, 
the Note you lent me, I loſt at Piguet to Lord Richly, 

Mr. Bella. To Lord Richly / —— 

Mrs. Modern. Who perhaps might diſpoſe of it to 
ſome who might lend it to others, who might give it to 
thoſe who might loſe it to your Wife. 

Mr. Bella. | rye not what to ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Modern. Nor I; for ſure one cannot ſuppoſe, 
eſpecially ſince you have the beſt Wiſe in the World; 
one cannot ſuppoſe, that it could be a Preſent from 


Lord Richly to her ſelf, that ſne received it, that in 
Return ſhe hath ſent him an Aſſignation to meet her 


here. 
Mr. Bella. Suppoſe! Hell and Damnation, No. 
Mrs. Modern. But certainly, one could not affirm 
that this is Truth. | 
Mr. Bella. Affirm! 
Mrs. Modern. And yet all this is true, as true as ſhe 
is falſe. Nay, you ſhall have an Inſtance! an imme- 


diate undeniable Inftance. You ſhall ſee it with your 


own Eyes, and hear it with your own Ears. 

Mr. Bella. Am I alive? | # | 

Mrs. Modern. If all the Husbands of theſe beſt Wives 
in the World are dead, we are a ſtrange Nation of 
Ghoſts. If you will be prudent, and be like the reſt 
of your Brethren, keep the Affair ſecret, I aſſure you 
FI never diſcover it. whit s 

Mr. Bella. Secret! Yes, as inward Fire, till ſure 


Deſtruction ſhall attend its Blaze. But why do I 
rage? it is impoſſible z ſhe muſt be innocent. 


Mrs. Modern, Then Lord Richly is ſtill a greater 


Villain to belye that Innocence to me: Bur give your 
ſelf no Pain of Anxiety ſince you are ſo ſhortly to be 
certain. Go fetch her hither, Lord Richly will be 
here almoſt as ſoon as you; then feign ſome Excuſe 
to leave the Room, I will ſoon follow you, and con- 
Vun where you ſhall have an Opportunity of being 
A 


itneſs either to her Innocence or her Guilt. 
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Mr. Bella. This Goodneſs, my ſweereſt Creature, 
ſhall bind me yours for ever. | 

Mrs. Modern. To convince you That is all I defire, 
I am willing to leave the Town and Reputation at 
once, and retire with you wherever you pleaſe. 

Mr. Bella. That muſt be the Subject of our future 
Thoughts. I can think of nothing now but Satis- 
faction in this Affair. | Exit. 

Mrs. Modern. Do * demur to my Offer, Sir! Oh, 
the Villain! I find, I am to be only a momentary Ob- 
ject of his looſer Pleaſures, and his Wife yet fits neareſt 


Ibis Heart. But I ſhall change the Angel Form ſhe- 


wears into a Devil's—— Nor ſhall my Revenge ſtop 
there— But ar. preſent I mult reſolye my Temper in- 
to a Calm Lately. | 


SCENE VV. 
Mrs. Modern, Lately. 


- Mrs. Modern. Come hither, Lately, get me ſome 
Citron-Water. I am horribly out of Order. 

Lately. Yes, Madam. | 

Mrs. Modern. To be lighted in this manner: In- 
ſupportable! What is the Fool doing. | 

Lately. There is no Citron- Water left. Your Lady- 
ſhip drank the laſt half Pint this Morning. 

Mrs. Modern. 'Then bring the Cinnamon-W ater, or 
the Suͤrfeit- Water, or the Aniſeed- Water, or the 
Plague- Water, or any Water. 

Lately. Here, Madam. 25 
| [Brings the Bottle aud Glaſs, and fills. 

Mrs. Modern. | Drinks. Looks in the Glaſs. |-—— 
Lord, how I. look—— Oh ! frightful I am quite 
ſhocking. | 
c Lately. In my Opinion your Ladyſhip never looked 

—— 8 8 3 3 

Mrs. Modern. Go, you Flatterer; I look like my 
Lady Grim. 7. 

Lately. Where are your Ladyſhip's little Eyes, your 
ſhort .Noſe, your wan Complexion, and your low. 


Forchead ? 
E 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Modern. Which Nature, in order to hide, hath 
carefully placed between her Shoulders; fo that if you 
view her behind, ſhe ſeems to walk withour her Head, 
and leſſen the Miracle of St. Dennis. | 

Lately. Then her left Hip is tucked up under her 
Arm, like the Hilt of a Beau's Sword; and her diſdain- 
ful Righr is never ſeen, like its Blade. 

Mrs. Modern. Then ſhe has two Legs, one of which 
ſeems to be the Dwarf of the other, and are alike in 
nothing bur their Crookedneſs. 

Lately. And yer ſhe thinks herſelf a Beauty. 

Mrs. Modern. She is, indeed, the Perfection of Ug- 
lineſs. | 

Lately. And a Wit I warrant you. 

| Mrs. Modern. No doubt ſhe muſt be very quick- 
ſighted, for her Eyes are almoſt crept into her Brain. 

Lately. | 

1 He, he, he. 

- Mrs. Modern. And yet the deteſtable Creature hath 
not had Senſe enough, with all her Deformity to pre- 
ſerve her Reputation. LAS. a 
. Lately. I never heard, I own, any thing againſt that. 

Mrs. Modern. You hear, you Fool, you Dunce, 
what ſhould you hear? Have nor all the Town heard 
of a certain Colonel? Eh 18 
Lately. Oh! Lud! What a Memory I have! Oh! 
yes, Madam, ſht has been quite notorious. It is ſur- 

prizing, a little Diſcretion ſhould not preſerve her from 
ſuch publick een 
Eee Modern. If the had my Diſcretion, or yours, 
2 Latch. Your Ladyſhip will make me proud, indeed, 

adam. 23 x 

_ Mrs. Modern. 1 never could ſee. any want of Senſe 
in you, Lately. I could not bear to have an inſenſible 
Creature about me. I know ſeverkl Women of Fa- 
ſhion I could not ſupport for a tiring Woman. What 


think you of Mrs. Charmer? Lo 
Lately. Think of her! that were'l a'Man,/ ſhe ſhou'd 

be the laſt Woman I attacked. I think her un ugly, 
. | | = | ungenteel, 
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ungenteel, ſquinting, flirting, impudent, odious, dir- 


ty Puſs. 

Mrs. Modern. Upon my Word, Lately, you have a 
vaſt deal of Wit too. 

Lately, I am beholden for all my Wit, as well as my 
Clothes, ro your Ladyſhip. I wiſh, your Ladyſhip 
wore out as much Clothes as you do Wit; I ſhould 
ſoon grow rich. 

Mrs. Modern. You ſhall not complain of either. Oh! 
[ Knocking. | They are come, and I will receive them 
in another Room. [ Exit. 

Lately. I know not whether my Talent of Praiſe, 
or of Slander, is of more Service to me z whether I 
get more by flattering my Lady, or abuſing all her 
Acquaintance. 


SCENE V. 


Jobn, Lately. 

Jobr. So, Mrs. Lately, you — your old i 
tance; but Times are coming when I may be as good 
as another, and you may repent your Inconſtancy. 

Lately. Odious Fellow! 

John. I would have you to know, I look on my 
ſelf to be as good as your new Sweetheart, tho' he 
has more Lace on his Livery, and may be a Year or 
two younger, and as good a Man I am too; and fo 

may tell him. Why does not he ſtay at Home ? 
Wha does he come into our Family for ? 

* Who gave you Authority to er Sir 
ra 

Jobn. Marry, that did you, when you gave me a 
Promiſe to marry me; well, I ſhall ſay no more; but 
Times are a coming, when you may with you had 
not forſaken me. I have a Secret, 

Lately. A Secret! Oh, let me hear it. 

John. No, no, Miſtreſs I ſhall keep my — as 


well as you can yours, 


Lately. Nay, now you are unkind 3 you know, tho' 
I ſuffer Tom Brick to viſit me, you haye my Heart 


ſtill, 
E 4 Joby. 
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- John. Ah! you do but fay ſo! you know too well 
how much I love you. Then I'll tell you, my Dear, 
I am going to the Devil for you. 


Lately. The Devil, you are. Going to the Devil 
for me! what does che Fool mean? 1 
John. Ay, I am to ger a hundred Pounds that you 


may marry me. 

Lately. A hundred Pounds! and how are you to get 
a hundred Pounds, my dear Jobn? 

John. Only by a little Swearing. 

Lately. What are you to ſwear? Ks” 

John. Nay, if I tell you, it would be deuble Per- 
jury; for I have ſworn already, I would | not truſt it 
with any Body. 

Lately. Oh! but you may truſt me. 

John. And if you ſhould truſt ſome Body elſe. 

Lately. The Devil fetch me, if I do. 

John. Then my Maſter is to give me an hundred 
Pound to ſwear that he is a n 

Lately. What's this? 

John. Why, my Maſter has e me an banded 
Pound, if I diſcover my Lady and Mr. Bellamant in 


2 2 Manner; and let me but ſee them together, 
III 


ſwear to the Manner, I warrant you. 
Lately. But can you do this with a ſafe Conſcience? 
John. Conſcience, pſhaw; which would you chooſe, 
a Husband with a hundred Pound, or a ſafe Con- 
ſcience? Come give me a Dram out of your nn 
Cloſer; and there I'll tell you more, 
Lately. Come along with me. 


SCE N E VI. 
SCENE changes to another Apartment. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, 
Mrs. Modern, 


* Richly Well, Madam ou have drawn ſt 
delightful. Sketch of Life. BY 7 ſh 


Mrs. Modern. Then it is fil} Life z for I dare Greg 
there never were ſuch People breathing. 
Mrs. 


C( 
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' Mrs. Bella. Don't you believe then, Madam, it is 
poſſible for a married Couple to be happy in one ano- 
ther, without deſiring any other Company? 

Mrs. Modern. Indeed, I do not know what it may 
have been in the Plains of Arcadia; bur truly, in thoſe 
of Great Britain, I believe not, MA nl 

L. Richly. I muſt ſubſcribe to that too. 

Mrs. Bella. Mr. Bellamant, what ſay you? 

Mr. Bella. Oh ! my Dear, I am entirely of your 
Mind. Y | 

I. Richly. This is a Miracle almoſt equal to the o- 
ther, to ſee a Husband and Wife of the ſame Opini- 
on. I muſt be a Convert too; for it would be the 
greateſt Miracle of all to find Mrs. Bellamant in the 
wrong. : | | | 

Mrs. Bella. It would be a much greater to find 
want of Complaifance in Lord Richly. | 

Mr. Bella. | Afide.| Confuſion ! 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, Madam, this is hardly ſo; for 
: have heard his Lordſhip ſay the ſame in your Ab- 
ence. | | . 

I. Richly. Dear Bellamant, I believe, I have had an 
Opportunity to ſerve you this Afternoon. I have ſpoke 
to Lori Powerful, he ſays, he is very willing to do 
for you. Sir Peter, they tell me, is given over, and I 
fancy, you may find my Lord at Home now. , 

Mr. Bella. | ſhall rake another Opportunity, my 
Lord, a particular Affair now preventing me. 

L. Richly. The Loſs of an Hour hath been often 
the Loſs of a Place; and unleſs you have ſomething of 
greater Conſequence, I muſt adviſe you as a Friend. 

Mr. Bella. I ſhall find a Method of — 

| [Ade 

Mrs. Modern. Make this a Handle to flip out, I'll 

come into the next Room to you. 
| Ade to Mr. Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. My Lord, I am very much obliged to 
your Friendſhip. My Dear, I'll call on you in my Re- 
turn: Mrs. Modern, I am your humble Servant. ) 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Lord Richly, Ars. Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 

L. Richly. I wiſh you Succeſs, you may command 
any thing in my Power to forward it. | 
Mrs. Bella. Mr. Bellamant is more indebted to your 
Lordſhip, than he will be ever able to pay. 

L. Richly. Mr. Bellamant, Madam, has a Friend, 
who is able to pay mare Obligations than I can la 
on him. 

- Mrs. Modern. 1 am forc'd to be guilty of a great 
piece of Rudeneſs, by leaving you one Moment. 

I. Richly. And I ſhall not be guilty of loſing it. 
Aſide, 
22 


Mrs. Bella. What can this mean? 


SCENE VIII. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant. 
I. Richly. And can you, Madam, think of retiring 
from the general Admiration of Mankind ? 

Mrs. Bella. Wirth Pleaſure, my Lord, to the parti- 
cular Admiration of him who is to me all Mankind. 

L. Richly. Is it poſſible any Man can be ſo happy? 

Mrs. Bella. I hope, my Lord, you think Mr. Bel- 
lamant ſo. 

L. Richly. If he be, I pity him much leſs for his 
Loſſes, than I envy him the Love of her in whoſe 
Power it may be to redreſs them. 

Mrs. Bella. You ſurprize me, my Lord: In my 
Po wer! | 3 uw bis . | 

L. Richly. Yes, Madam; for whatever is in the 
Power of Man, is in yours: I am ſure, what little Aſ- 
ſiſtance mine can give, is readily at your Devotion. 
My Intereſt and Fortune are all in theſe dear Hands; 
in ſhort, Madam, I have languiſh'd a long Time for 
an Opportunity to tell you, that I have the moſt vio- 
lent Paſſion for you. eb i . 
Ars. Bella. My Lord, I have been unwilling to un- 
derſtand ydu; but now your Expreſſion leaves me no 
other Doubt, but whether I hate or deſpiſe you molt. 
** G L. Ricbiy. 
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L. Richly. Are theſe the ungrateful Returns you 
give my Love? | 1 | 
Mrs. Bella. Is this the Friendſhip you have profels'd 
to Mr. Bellamant ? | 
L. Richly. I'll make his Fortune. Let this be an 
Inſtance of my future Favours. 
[Puts a Bank-Note in her Hand; fbe throws it away. 
Mrs. Bella. And this of my Reception of them. Be 
aſſur'd, my Lord, if you ever renew this unmannerly 
Attack on my Honour, I will be reveng'd ; my Hus- 
band ſhall know his Obligations to you. | 
L. Richly. 1 have gone too far to retreat, Madam; 
if I cannor be the Object of your Love; let me be ob- 
lig'd to your Prudence. How many Families are ſup- 
ported by this Merhod which you ftart at? Does nor 
many a Woman in this Town drive her Husband's 
Coach ? 33 | 
Mrs. Bella. My Lord, this Inſolence is intolerable; 
and from this Hour I never will ſee your Face again. 
| 15 [ 4 Noiſe without. 
L. Richly. Hey ! what is the meaning of this? 


1 SCENE IX. 

Mr. Modern with Servants, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. 
Modern, Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant. 
Mr. Modern. Come out, Strumpet, ſhow thy Face 
and thy Adulterer's before the World; thou ſhalt be 
: —— Example of the Vengeance of an injur'd Hus- 

and. n 

L. Richly. I have no farther Buſineſs here at pre- 
ſent; for I fear, more Husbands have diſcover'd Inju- 
ries, than ohe. | Exit. 

Mrs. Bella. Protect me, Heavens! what do I ſee ! 
Mr. Bella. This was a Maſter- piece of my evil Ge- 
n * 3 

Mrs. Modern. Sir, this Inſult upon my Reputation 
ſhall not go unreveng'd ; I have Relations, Brothers, 
who will defend their Siſter's Fame from the baſe At- 
tacks of a perfidibus Husband, from any Shame he 
would bring on her Innocence. ein in, 

- 4 Mr. 
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þ Mr. Modern. Thou haſt a Forehead that would de- 
fend it ſelf from any Shame whatſoever ; that you 
have grafted 'on my Forehead, I thank you, and this 


worthy Gentleman. 
Mrs. Modern. Sir, you ſhall ſmart for the Falſchood 


of this Accuſation. [ Exit, 
Mr. Modern. Madam, you ſhall ſmart for the Truth 
of it; this honeſt Man, [Pointing to the Servant.) is 
Evidence of the Fact, of your Diſhonour and mine. 
And for you, Sir, [To Bellamant.] you may depend 
upon it, I ſhall take the ſtricteſt Satisfaction which 
the Law wile me: fo I ſhall leave you at preſent, 
to give Satisfaction to your Wife, Exeunt, 


JE” V 
Ir. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant. 


Mr. Bella. [After ſome Pauſe.] When the Criminal 
turns his own Accuſer, the merciful Judge becomes 
his: Advocate: Guilt is too plainly written in my Face 
to admit of a Denial, and I ſtand prepar'd to receive 
what Sentence you pleaſe. k 

Mes. Bella. As you are your own Accuſer, be your 
own Judge; you can infli&t no Puniſhment on your 
ſelf equal to what I feel. bf | 

Mr. Bella. Death has no Terrors equal to that 
Thought. Ha! I have involv'd thee too in my Ruin, 
and thou muſt be the wretched Partaker of my Mis» 
fortunes , 1 | 

Mrs Bella. While I was aſſur'd of your Truth, I 
could have thought that Happineſs. enough: yet, I 
have till this to comfort me, the ſame Moment that 
has berray'd your Guilt, has diſcover'd my Innocence. 

' Ar. Bella. Oh! thou ungrateful Fool, what Stores 
of Bliſs haſt thou in one vicious Moment deſtroy'd! 
[To himſelf.) Oh! my Angel, how have I requited all 
your Love and Goodneſs? For what have I forſaken 


thy render virtuous Paſſion? . _..... 


| . r Sas 4 . "4 
Mrs. Bella. For a new one. How could I be ſo ea- 
fily deceiv d ? How could I imagine there was ſuch 
Truth in Man, in that inconſtant fickle Sex, who ag 
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ſo prone to Change; that to indulge their Fondneſs 
for Variety, they would grow weary of a un * 
wander in a Deſert? 

Mr. Bells. How weak is that Compariſon to — 
the Difference berween thee, and ce. _ Wo- 
man! 

Mrs. Bella. 1 once bad that Eſteem of you; but 
hereafter, I ſhall think all Men the ſame; and when 
I have wean'd my ſelf of my Love for yeup * hate 
them all alike. 

Mr. Bella. Thy Sentence is too juſt. I We; 1 have 
deſerv'd it, I never merited ſo good a Wife. Heaven 
ſaw it had given too much, and thus has taken — 
Bleſſing from me. . 

Mrs. Bella. You will ſoon think otherwiſe. If Ab- 
ſence from me can bring you to thoſe Wire 
am reſolv'd to favour them. 

Mr. Bella. Thou ſhalt enjoy thy Wich, we will 
part, part this Night, this Hour. Yer, let me ask 
one Favour, the Ring which was a Witneſs of our 
Meeting, let it be ſo of our Separation. Let me bear 
this as a Memorial of our Love. This ſhall remind 
me of all the tender Moments we have had, together, 
and ſerve to aggravate my Sorraws : Henceforth, I'll 
ſtudy only oil miſerable ; let Heaven make you hap- 
py, and curſe me as it pleaſes. 

Mrs. Bella. It cannot make me more W than 
you have made me. 

Mr. Bella. Vet, do believe me when 1 ſwear, 1 ne- 
ver injur'd you with any other Woman. Nay, be- 
lieve me when I ſwear how much ſoever I may have 
deſery'd the Shame I ſuffer, I did not now deſerve it. 

Mrs. Bella. And, muſt we part? ; 

Mr. Bella. Since it obliges you. 

Mrs. Bells. That I may have nothing to remember 
you by, take back this, and this, and this, and all the 
thouſand Embraces thou haft given me— till I dic in 
thy loved Arms — and thus we pare for ever. 

Mr. Bella. Ha! . 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bella. Oh! I forgive thee all: forget it as a 


frightſul Dream it was no more, and I awake to 
real Joy. 55 8 45 

Mr. Bella. Oh! let me preſs thee to my Heart; for 
every Moment that I hold thee thus, gives Bliſs be- 
yond Expreſſion, a Bliſs no Vice can give. Now 
Life appears deſirahle again. Yet ſhall I nor fee thee 
miſerable? Shall I nor ſee my Children ſuffer for their 
Father's Crime? | | 

Mrs. Bella: Indulge no more uneaſy Thoughts ; For- 
tune may have Bleſhngs yet in ſtore for us and them. 
Mr. Bella. Excellent Goodneſs! my future Days 
ſhall. have no Wiſh, no Labour, but for thy Happi- 
neſs; and from this Hour, Ill never give thee Cauſe 
of a Complaint. ' * £95958 
And whatſoever Rocks our Fates may lay 

In Life's hard Paſſage to obſtruct our way; 
Patient, the toilſome Journey I'll abide; 
And bleſs my Fortune with ſo dear a Guide. 


SCENE Ar. Bellamant's Houſe 


_ Emilia ſpeaking to a Servant, afterwards 
3 | Lady Charlotte, 
Emilia. JT is very ſtrange you will not give me the 
io) + Liberty of denying myſelf; that you will 
force me to be at Home, whether I will or no. 
Serv. I had no ſuch Order from your Ladyſhip. 
Emilia. Well, well, go wait upon her up. I am 
but in an ill Humour to receive ſuch a Viſit; I muſt 
try to make it as ſhort as I can. — 
La. Char]. Emilia, Good-morrow : Am not I an 
early Creature? I have been fo frightned with ſome 
News I have heard —— I am heartily concern'd for 


you, 
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you, my Dear, I hope the Fright has not done you 
any Miſchief. LE * N 

Emilia. I am infinitely oblig'd to you, Lady Char- 
lotte. | | F 

La. Charl. Oh! I could not ſtay one Moment; you 
ſee, I hurried into my Chair to you half undreſt; ne- 
yer was Creature in ſuch a Pickle, ſo frightful; Lud! 
I was oblig'd to draw all the Curtains round me. 

Emilia. I don't perceive you had any Reaſon for 
thar, Lady Charlotte. | 

La. Charl. Why, did you ever ſee any thing ſo hi- 
deous, ſo odious as this Gown? Well, Emilia, you 
certainly have the prettieſt Fancy in the World, I 
like what you have on now, better than Lady Pinup's, 
tho' hers coſt ſo much more. Some People have the 
ſtrangeſt way of laying out their Money. You re- 
member our Engagement to-night. | 

Emilia. You mult excuſe me; it will look very odd 


to ſee me abroad on this Occaſion. 


La. Charl. Not odd in the leaft. No Body minds 
theſe Things. There's no Rule upon ſuch Occaſions. 
Sure, you don't intend to ſtay at Home, and receiye 
formal Viſits. | 
Emilia. No; but I intend to ſtay at Home, and re- 


ceive no Viſits. 
La. Charl. Why, Child, you will be laugh'd at by 


all the Town. There never was ſuch a Thing done 


in the World; ſtaying at Home is quite left off upon 
all Occaſions; a Woman ſcarce ſtays at Home a Week 
for the Death of a Husband. Dear Emilia, don't be 
ſo aukward: I can make no Excuſe for you; Lady 


Polite will never forgive you. 
Emilia. That I ſhall be ſorry for: but I had rather 


not be forgiven by her, than by my ſelf. 
© SCENE II. 


Captain Bellamant, Lady Charlotte, Emilia. 
Cap. Bella. Siſter, Good-morraw ; Lady Charlotte 
abroad ſo early! 2 
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| La. Charl. You may well be ſurpriz d; I have not 
been out at this Hour, theſe fifty Vears. 

Cap. Bella. You will never be able to hold it out 
till Night. 

Emilia. | Afide.) I am ſure if ſhe ſhould take it in 
her Head to ſtay with me, I ſhall not: And ualefs 
ſome dear Creature, like her ſelf, ſhould come and 
take her away, I ſcem to be in Danger. abu | 

La. Charl. | To Bellamant after a M biſper.] Don't 
tell me of what I ſaid laft N ight. Laſt Night was laſt 
Year; an Age ago: and 1 have the worſt Memory in 
the World. | 
Cap. Bella. You ſeem to want one, egad! | 
La. Charl. Indeed, I do not. A Memory would be 
of no Uſe to me; for I was never of the ſame Mind 
twice in my Life: and tho' I ſhould remember what 
I faid at one Time, I ſhould as certainly remember not 
to do it at another. 

Cap. Bella. You dear agrecable Creature! Sure, ne- 
ver two People were ſo like one another as you and I 
are, We think alike, we aft alike, and, ſome People 
think, we are very much alike in the Face. 
La. Charl. Do you hear him, Emilia ? He has 
made one of the moſt ſhocking Compliments to me; 
I believe, I ſhall never be able to bear a Looking-glaſs 
again. 

. Bella. Faith, and if it was not for the Help of 
a Looking-glaſs, you would be the . unhappy 
Aenne in the World. 
Ta. Charl. Impeftinent! _ 
Cap. Bella. For chen you would be the. only Perſon 
debarr'd from ſeeing the fineſt Face in the World. 
© Emilia. Very fine, indeec. 

La. Charl. Civil enough. I think, I begin to en- 
dure the Wretch again now. 

Cap. Bella. Keep but in that Mind half an Hour — 

La. Charl. Emilia, Good - morro w, you vill excuſe 
the Shortneſs of my Viſit. . 

p Emilia. No Apologies on that Account, Lady Char- 
He. 
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La. Charl. You are a good Creature, and know the 
continual Hurry of Buſineſs I am in Don't you 
follow me, you Thing, you! [To Cap. Bellamant. 

Cap. Bella. Indeed, Lady Charlotte, bur I ſhall, and 
I hope to ſome Purpole. LAlide. 


SCENE III. 


Emilia alone. 


Emilia. So, Iam once more left to my own Thoughts. 
Heaven knows, they are like to afford me little En- 
tertainment. Oh! Gaywit / roo much .I ſympathize 
with thy Uneaſineſs. Didſt thou know the Pangs I 
feel on thy Account, thy generous Heart would ſuf- 


fer more on mine. Ha! my Words have rais'd a 


Spirit. | 
SCE N E VV. 
Emilia, Mr. Gaywit. 


Mr. Gaywit. I hope, Madam, you will excuſe a Vi- 
fir ar ſo unſeaſonable an Hour. | 

Emilia. Had you come a little earlier, you had met 
a Miſtreſs here. e404 

Mr. Gaywit. I met the Lady you mean, Madam, at 
the Door, and Captain Bellamant with her. 

Emilia. You are the moſt Cavalier Lover I know; 
you are no more Jealous of a Rival with your Miſtreſs, 
than the moſt police Husband is of one with his Wife. 

Mr. Gaywit. A Man ſhould not be jealous of his 
Friend, Madam, and I believe, Captain Bellamaut 
will be ſuch to me in the higheſt Manner. I with, I 
were ſo bleſt in another Heart, as he appears to be in 
Lady Charlotte's. I wiſh, I were as certain of gaining 
the Woman I do love, as of loffog her I do not. 

Emilia. I ſuppoſe, if your Amour be of any Date, 
yau can eaſily gueſs at the Impreſſions you have made. 

Mr. Gaywit. No, nor can ſhe gueſs at the Impreſſion 
ſhe has made on me; for unleſs my Eyes have done it, 
I neyer acquainted her with my Paſſion. | 

Emilia. And that your Eyes have done it, you may 
be aſſur'd,. if you haye _ her often. The 9 
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that can be conceal'd, mult be very cold indeed ; bur, 
methinks, it is ſomething particular in you to deſire 


ro conceal it, 
Mr. Gaywit. 1 have been always fearful to diſcloſe 


a Paffion, which I know not whether it be in my 
Power to purſue. I would not even have given her 
the Uneaſineſs to pity me, much leſs have tried to 
raiſe her Love. 

Emilia. If you are ſo tender of her, take care you 
never let her ſuſpe& ſo much Generoſity. That may 
give her a ſecret Pang. 

Mx. Gaywit. Heaven forbid it ſhould, one equal ro 
thoſe I feel; leſt, while I am endeavouring. to make 
my Addreſſes practicable, ſhe ſhould unadviſedly re- 
ccive thoſe of another. 

Emilia. If ſhe can diſcover your Love as plain as I 
can, I think you may be eaſy on that Account. 

Mr. Gaywit. He muſt dote like me who can con- 
ccive the Ecſtaſy theſe Words have given. 

Emilia. { Knocking.] Come in. 

Serv. Your Honour's Servant, Sir, is below. 

Mr. Gaywit. I come to him — Madam, your moft 
. obedient Servant; I go on Buſineſs which will by 
Noon give me the Satisfaction of thinking I have 
preſerv*d the beſt of Fathers to the beſt of Women. 

Emilia. J know, he means mine; but why do I 
mention that, when every Action of his Lite leaves 
me no other Doubt than whether it convinces me 


more of his Love, or of his deſerving mine. 
SCENE V. Lied Richly's Houſe. 


Lord Richly, Servant. | 


L. Richly. Deſire Mr. Bellamant to walk in. What 
can the Meaning of this Viſit be? Perhaps, he comes 
to make me Propoſals concerning his Wife; but my 
Love ſhall not get fo far the better of my Reaſon, as 
to lead me to an extravagant Price; I'll not go above 
two Thouſand, that's poſitive. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Bellamant. 


L. Richly. My dear Bellamant. 
Mr. Bella. My Lord, I have receiv'd an Obligation 
from you, which I thus return. 


Gives him a Bank-Bill.. 


L. Richly. Pſhaw! Trifles of this Nature can hardly 
be call'd Obligations; I would do twenty times as 
much for dear 7ack Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. The Obligation indeed was to my Wife, 
nor hath ſhe made you a ſmall Return; ſince it is to 
her Intreaty you owe your preſent Safety, your Life. 

L. Richly. | am not appriz'd of the Danger; but 
would owe my Safety to no one, ſooner than to Mrs. 
Bellamant. | 

Mr. Bella. Come, come, my Lord; this Prevarica- 


tion is low and mean: You know, you have us'd me 


baſely, villanouſly; and under the Cover of Acquain- 
tance and Friendſhip have attempted to corrupt my 
Wife; for which, but that I would not ſuffer the 
leaſt Breath of Scandal to ſully her Reputation, I 
would exact ſuch Vengeance on thee — | 

L. Richly. Sir, J muſt acquaint you, that this is a 
Language I have not been us'd ro. 

Mr. Bella. No, the Language of Flatterers and 
hireling Sycophants has been whar you have dealt in— 
Wretches, whoſe Honour and Love are as venal as 
their Praiſe. Such your Title might awe, or your 
Fortune bribe to Silence; ſuch you ſhould have dealt 
with, and not have dared to injure a Man of Ho- 
nour. | 

L. Richly. This is ſuch Preſumption —— 

Mr. Bella. No, my Lord, yours was the Preſump- 
tion, mine is only Juſtice, nay, and mild too; une- 
qual to your Crime which requires a Puniſhmeat from 
my Hand, not from my Tongue. 

L. Richly. Do you conſider who I am? 


Mr. Bella. Were you as high as Heraldry could lift 
you, you ſhould not injure 7” unpuniſh'd. Where Gran- 
=_— 2 


deur 


rr w/e, waghl.wy ur pI. 


68 The MODERN HUSBAND. 


deur can give Licence to Oppreſſion, the People muſt 
be Slaves, let them boaſt what Liberty they pleaſe. 

L. Richly. Sir, you ſhall hear of this. 

Mr. Bella. I ſhall be ready to juſtify my Words by 
any Action you dare provoke me to: And be aſſur'd 

of this, if ever I diſcover any future Attempts of yours 

to my Diſhonour, your Life ſhall be its Sacrifice. 
Hence forward, my Lord, let us behave, as if we had 
never known one another. [ Exit. 

L. Richly. Here's your Man of Senſe now, — He was 
half ruin'd in the Houle of Lords a few Days ago, and 
is in a fair Way of going the other Step in Weſtminſter- 
Hall in a few Days more; yet, has the Impudence to 
threaten a Man of my Fortune and Quality, for at- 
tempting to debauch his Wife; which many a Fool, 
who rides in his Coach and Six, would have had Senſe ' 
enough to have wink'd at. 


SCENE VII. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit. 


Mr. Gaywit. Your Lordſhip is contemplative, 

L. Richly. So, Nephew, by this early Viſit, I ſup- 
poſe you had ill Luck laſt Night; for where Fortune 
frowns on you, ſhe always ſmiles on me, by bleſling 
me with your Company. | 

Mr. Gaywit. I have long ſince put it out of the 
Power of Fortune to do me either Favour or Injury. 
wy Happineſs is now in the Power of another Miſ- 
kreis. ä 

L. Richly. And thou art too pretty a Fellow not to 
have that Miſtreſs in your Power. 

Mr. Gaywit. The Poſſeſſion of her, and in her of all 
my Deſires, depends on your Conſent. 

I.. Richly. You know, Harry, you have my Conſent 
to poſſeſs all the Women in Town, except thoſe few 
that J am particular with: Provided you fall not foul 
_—_ you may board and plunder what Veſſels you 

die. 

1 : Mr. Gaywit. This is a Veſſel, my Lord, neither to 

be taken by force, nor bired by Gold. I muſt buy her 

for Lite, or not board at all. L. Richly. 
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L. Richly. Then the principal thing to be con- 
fider'd, is her Cargo, To marry a Woman meerly for 
her Perſon, is buying an empty Veſſel: And a Wo- 
man is a Veſſel, which a Man will grow curſed weary 
of in a long Voyage. | 

Mr. Gaywit. My Lord, I have had ſome Experience 
in Women, and I believe, that I never could be wea- 

of the Woman I now love. 

L. Richly. Let me tell you, I have had ſome Expe- 
rience too, and I have been weary of forty Women 
that I have lov'd. 

Mr. Gaywit. And, perhaps, in all that Variety, you 
may not have found one of equal Excellence with her 
I mean. | 3 

L. Richly. And pray, who is this Paragon you 
mean ? | 

Mr. Gaywit. Muſt I, my Lord, when I have paint- 
ed the fineſt Woman in the World, be oblig'd to 
write Miſs Bellamant's Name to the Picture? 

L. Richly. Miſs Bellamant ! 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Mils Bellamant. 

L. Richly. You know Mr. Bellamant's Loſſes z; you 


know what happen'd Veſterday, which may entirely 


finiſh his Ruin; and the Conſequence of his Ruin myſt 
be the Ruin of his Daughter : Which will certainly 
throw her Vertue into your Power; for Poverty as 
ſurely brings a Woman to Capitulation, as Scarcity of 
Proviſions does a Garriſon. | 

Mr. Gaywit. I cannot take this Advice, my Lord: 
I would not take Adyantage from the Misfortunes of 
any; bur ſurely, not of the Woman I love. 

L. Richly. Well, Sir, you ſhall ask me no more; 
= if my Conſent to your Ruin will oblige you, you 

ave it. 
Mr. Gaywit. My Lord, I ſhall ever remember this 
Goodnefs, and will be ready to ſign any Inftrumenc 


ro ſecure a very large Fortune to Lady Charlotte when 
you pleaſe. 
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SCENE VII. 
Lord Richly /olus. 

L. Richly. Now if he takes my Conſent from my 
own Word, I may deny it afterwards, ſo I gain the 
whole Eſtate for my Daughter, and bring an entire 
Deſtruction upon Bellamant and his whole Family: 
Charming Thought! that would be a Revenge, in- 


deed; nay, it may accompliſh all my Wiſhes too; Mrs. 
Bellamant may be mine at laſt. | 


SCENE IX. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern. 


Mr. Modern. My Lord, I was honour'd with your 


Commands. . 
L. Richly. I believe, I ſhall procure the Place for 


you, Sir. i 


Mr. Modern. My Obligations to your Lordſhip are 
ſo infinite, that I muſt always be your Slave. 

L. Richly. J am concern'd for your Misfortune, Mr. 
Modern. 

Mr. Modern. It is a common Misfortune, my Lord, 
to have a bad Wife. I am ſomething happier than my 
Brethren in the Diſcovery. 

TL. Richly. That, indeed, may make you amends 
more ways than one, I cannot diſſuade you from the 
moſt rigorous Proſecution ; for, tho* dear Fack Bella» 
mant be my particular Friend, yet in Caſes of this na- 
ture, even Friendſhip it ſelf muſt be thrown up. In- 
juries of this kind are not to be forgiven. 

Mr. Modern. Very true, my Lord; he has robb'd 
me of the Aﬀettions of a Wife, whom I have lov'd 


as tenderly as my ſelf: Forgive my Tears, my Lord— 


J have loſt all I held dear in this World. 

L. Richly. I pity you, indeed; but comfort your ſelf 
with the Hopes of Revenge. 

Mr. Modern. Alas! my Lord, what Revenge can 


equal the Diſhonour he has brought upon my Family? 


Think on that, my Lord; on the Diſhonour I muſt 


endure, I cannot name the Title they will give me. 
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L. Richly. Ic is ſhocking, indeed ! 

Mr. Modern. My Eaſe for ever loſt, my Quiet gone, 
my Honour ſtain'd, my Honour, my Lord. Oh! "tis 
a tender Wound. | WT 

L. Richly. Laws cannot be too rigorous againft Of- 
fences of this Nature: Juries cannot give too great 
Damages. To attempt the Wife of a Friend To 
what Wickedneſs will Men arrive? Mr. Modern, I 
own, I cannot blame you in puſhing your Revenge to 
the utmoſt Extremity. | 


Mr. Modern. That I am reſolv'd on. I have juſt | 


receiv'd an Appointment from your Lordſhip's Ne- 
phew, Mr. Gaywitz I ſuppoſe to give me ſome Ad- 


vice in the Affair. 
L. Richly. | Afide. ] Ha! that muſt be to diſſuade 
him from the Proſecution — Mr. Modern, if you pleaſe, 


- 


I'll ſer you down, I have ſome particular Buſineſs with 


him : beſides, if he knows any thing that can be of 
Service to you, my Commands ſhall enforce the Diſ- 
covery. Bid the Coachman pull up. 

Mr. Modern. I am the molt oblig'd of all your Lord- 


ſhip's Slaves. 


SCENE X. Another Apartment. 
Lady Charlotte, Captain Bellamant and Servant. 


La. Charl. My Lord gone out! then d'ye hear! I 


am at home to no Body. s 
Cap. Bella. That's kind, indeed, Lady Charlotte, to 


let me have you all to my ſelf. 
La. Charl. You! you confident thing! how came 
you here? don't you remember, I bad you not to fol- 


low me? 


Cap. Bella. Ves, but it's ſo long ago, that I'm ſur, 


priz'd you ſhould remember it. 

La. Char]. Indeed, Sir, I always remember to avoid 
what I don't like. I ſuppoſe you don't know that I 
hate you of all things. 

Cap. Bella. Not I, upon my Soul ! the Duce take 
me, if I did not think, you had lik'd me, as well as [ 


4ik'd you, ha, ha. 


F 4 La. 


at the Thoughts of Marriage, as you can he. 
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La. Charl. I like you, impoſſible ! why don't you 


know, that you ate very ugly? 


Cap. Bella. Pſhaw! that's nothing; that will all go 
off ; a Month's Marriage takes off the Homelineſs of 


à Husband's Face, as much as it does the Beauty of a 


Wife's. 


La. Chart. And ſo you would inſinuate that I might 


be your Wife? O horrible! ſhocking Thought! 
Cap. Bella. Nay, Madam, I am as much frighten'd 


La. Charl. Indeed, Sir, you need not be under any 
Apptehenfions of that kind, upon my Account. 
Cap. Bella. Indeed, but I am, Madam; for what an 


unconſolable Creature wou'd you be, if I ſhou'd take 


it in my Head to marry any other Woman. 
La. Charl. Well, he has ſuch an exceſſive Au» 
rance that I am not really ſure, whether he is not 


agreeable. Let me die, if I am not under ſome ſort 
of Suſpenſe about it — and yet I am n't neither — for 


to be ſure I don't like the thing — and yer methinks, I 
do too and yet I do not know what I ſhould do with 


him neither — Hi! hi! hi! this is the fooliſheſt Cir- 
_ cumſtance that cver I knew in my Life. | 
la 


Cap. Bella. Very well! ſure, Marriage begins to run 
in your Head at laſt; Madam. 


La. Charl. A propos do you know that t'other Day, 


Lady Betty Shuttlecock and I laid down the prettieſt 


Scheme of Matrimony, that ever enter'd into the Taſte 
of People of Condition. | | 

Cap. Bella. O! pray let's hear it. 

La. Charl. In the firſt place then, when ever ſhe 
or I marry, I am reſolv'd poſitively to be Miſtreſs of 
my ſelf; I muſt. have my Houſe to my ſelf, my Coach 
to my ſelf, my Servants to my ſelf, my Table, Time, 
and Company to my ſelf; Nay, and ſometimes when 


J have a mind to be out of Humour, my Bed to my 


ſelf. 

Cap. Bella. Right, Madam, for a Wife and a Hus- 
band always together, are, to be ſure, the flatteſt Com- 
pany in the World, ' - . 
ow | La. 
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La. Charl. O deteſtable! then I will be ſure to 
have my own Humour in ev'ry thing; to go, come, 
dine, dance, play, ſup, at all Hours, and in whatever 
Company I have a mind to; and if ever he pretends 
to put on a grave Face, upon my enjoying any one of 
thoſe Articles, I am to burſt out in his Face a laugh- 
ing. Won't that be prodigious pleaſant ? ha! ha! ha! 

Cap. Bella. O charmingly charming! ha, ha, what 
a contemptible Creature is a Woman, that never does 
any thing, without conſulting her Husband? 

La. Chatl. Nay, there you're miſtaken again, Sir: 
For I would neyer do any thing without conſulting 
my Husband. 

Cap. Bella. How ſo, dear Madam ? 

La. Charl. Becauſe ſometimes one may happen to 
be ſo low in Spirits, as not to know one's own Mind 
and then, you know, if a fooliſh Husband ſhould hap- 
pen to ſay a Word on either Side, why one deter- 
mines on the contrary withour any farther Trouble. 

Cap. Bella. Right, Madam, and a thouſand to one, 
but the happy Rogue, your Husband, might warm his 


indolent Inclinations too from the ſame Spirit of Con- 


tradiction, ha, ha. ©” 

La. Charl. Well, I am ſo paſſionately fond of my 
own Humour, That let me die, if a Husband were to 
inſiſt upon my never miſſing any one Diverſion this 
Town affords, I believe in my Conſcience, I ſhould 

o twice a Day to Church, to avoid 'em. 

Jap. Bella. O fy! you could not be fo unfaſhionable 
a Creature! | | 

La. Charl. Ay, but I would tho*. I do not care 
what I do, when I'm vext. 

Cap. Bella. Well ! let me periſh, this is a moſt de- 
lectable Scheme, Don't you think, Madam, we ſhall 
be vaſtly happy? | 
< 75 Charl. We, what we? pray, who do you mean, 

Ir : Sy 

Cap. Bells. Why, Lady Betty Shuttlecock and I: 
Why you muſt know this is the very Scheme the laid 
down to me laſt Night; which ſo vaſtly ctarm'd 

; . me, 
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me, that we reſoly'd to be married ypon it to-morrow 
Morning. * 

La. Charl. What do you mean? 

Cap. Bella. Only to take your Advice, Madam, by 
allowing my Wife all the modiſh Privileges, that you 
ſeem ſo paſſionately fond of. | 

La. Charl. Your Wife? why, who's to be your 
Wife, pray? you don't think of me, I hope. 

Cap. Bella. One wou'd think, you thought I did: 
for you refuſe me as odly, as if ] had ask'd you the 
Queſtion : Not, but I ſuppoſe, you would have me 
think now, you have refus'd me in earneſt. 

La. Charl. Ha! ha! ha! that's well enough; why, 
ſweet Sir, do you really think I am not in Earneſt? 

Cap. Bella. No faith, I can't think you're ſo filly, 
as to refuſe me in Earneſt, when I only ask'd you in 
Jeſt. [ Botb.] Ha! ha! ha! - 

La. Charl. Ridiculous! 

Cap. Bella. Delightful! well, after all, I am a ſtrange 
Creature to be ſo merry, when I am juſt going to be 
married. | 


II. Charl. And had you ever the Aſſurance to think 
I would have you? 


Cap. Bella. Why, faith! I don't know, but I might, 
if I had ever made love to you — Well, Lady Char- 
lotte, your Servant. I ſuppoſe you'll come and viſit 
my Wite, as ſoon as ever ſhe ſees Company. 

La. Char]. What do you mean? 

Cap. Bella. Seriouſly what I ſay, Madam; I am juſt 
now going to my Lawyer to ſign my Marriage Arti- 
cles with Lady Betty Shuttlecock. | 

La. Charl. And are you going in Earneſt? 

Cap. Bella. Poſitively. Seriouſly. 


La. Charl. Then I muſt rake the Liberty to tell you, 


Sir, you are the greateſt Villain, that ever liv'd upon 
the Face of the Earth. 
Cap. Bella. Ha! what do I ſee? [She burſt into Tears. } 
Is it poſſible! O my dear! dear Lady Charlotte, can J 
believe my ſelf the Cauſe of theſe tranſporting Teais! 
O! till this Inſtant never did I taſte of Happineſs. * 
a | 4. 
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f Z. Charl. Ha! ha! nor I upon my Faith, Sir! Ha! 
a! 
Cap. Bella. Hey day! what do you mean? 

La. Charl. That you are one of the ſillieſt Animals, 
that ever open'd his Lips to a Woman — Ha! ha! © 
I ſhall die! ha! ha! 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Letter for you. 

Cap. Bella. So, it's come in — time. If this does 
not give her a turn, Egad, I ſhall have all my Plague 
- go over again Lady Charlotte, you'll give me 

ave. | | 
La. Charl. O Sir! Billet doux are exempt from Cere- 
mony. Ha! ha! 

Cap. Bella. | After reading to himſelf.) Ha! ha! Well, 
my dear Lady Charlotte, I am vaſtly glad to ſee you 
are ſo eaſy; upon my Soul, I was afraid you was really 
in love with me; Bur fince I need have no farther 
Apprehenſions of it, I know you won't take it ill, 
if i obey the Summons of my Wife, that is to be 
Lady Betty has ſent for me— You'll excuſe me if I am 
confin'd a Week or two, with my Wife for the pre- 
ſent; When that's over, you and I will laugh and fing, 
and coquette as much as ever we did, and fo dear 
Lady Charlotte, your humble Servant. [ Exit. 

La. Charl. What can the Creature mean? I know 
not what to think of him! ſure ic can't be true! but if 
it ſhould be true I can't believe it truꝭ and yet it 
may be true too I am reſolv'd to be ſatisfied Here, 
who's there! will no Body hear? Who's there, I ſay. 
| Enter Servant. | 
Deſire Captain Bellamant to ſtep back again. 

Serv. He's juſt gone out, Madam. 

La. Charl. Then it's certainly true get me a Chair 
this Moment— this Inſtant— go, run, fly! I am in 
ſuch a Hurry, I don't know what I do. O hideous! 
I look horridly frightful— but I'll follow him juſt as 
I am— Fll go to Lady Bztty's—- If I find him there, 
I ſhall certainly faint. I muſt take a little Hartſhorn 
with me. 8 [ Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE X. | | 

Mr. Gaywit, Mrs. Modern, meeting in his Lodgings. t 

Mr. Gaywit. This is exactly the Time I appointed 
her to meet me here. Ha! ſhe comes, you are punc- 
tual as a young Lover to his firſt Appointment. 

Mrs. Modern. Women commonly begin to be moſt 
punctual, when Men leave it off; our Paſſions ſeldom 
reach their Meridian, before yours ſet. 

My. Gaywit. We can no more help the Decreaſe of” 
our Paſſions, than you the Increaſe of yours; and tho” 
like the Sun I was obliged to quit your Hemiſphere, 
I have left you a Moon to ſhine in it. 

Mrs. Modern. What do you mean? | 

Mr. Gazwit. I ſuppoſe you are by this no Stranger 
to the Fondneſs of the Gentleman I intraduced to 
you; nor will you ſhortly be to his Generoſity. He 
is one Who has more Money than Brains, and more 
Generoſity than Money. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! Gaywit! I am undone : you 
will too ſoon know how; will hear it perhaps with 
Pleaſure, fince it is too plain by betraying me to your 
Friend; I have no longer any Share in your Love. 
Mr. Gaywit, Blame not my Inconſtancy, but your 
own. | 

Mrs. Modern. By all our Joys I never loved another. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, will you deny what Conviction 
has long ſind conſtrained you to own? Will you de- 
ny your Favours to Lord Richly ? 

Mrs. Modern. He had indeed my Perſon, but you 
alone my Heart. | 

Mr. Gaywit. I always take a Woman's Perſon to be | 
the ſtrongeſt Aſſurance of her Heart. I think, the 
Love of a Miſtreſs who gives up ber Perſon, is no 
more to be doubted than the Love of a Friend who 
gives you his Parſe. 41 

Mrs. Modern. By Heavens, I hate and deſpiſe him 
equal with my Husband. And as I was forced to marry 
the latter by the Commands of my Parents, ſo I was 
given up to the former by the Jatreaties of my Hus- 
band, | Mr. 
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Mr. Gaywit. By the Intreaties of your Husband !— 
Mrs. Modern, Hell and his blacker Soul both know 
the Truth of what I ſay— That he betrayed me firſt, 
and has ever ſince been the Pander of our Amour; to 
you my own Inclinations. led me. Lord Richly has 
aid for his Pleaſures, to you they have ſtill been free: 
e was my Husband's Choice, but you alone were mine. 
Mr. Gaywit. And have you not complied with Bella- 
mant too? 
Mrs. Modern. Oh! blame not my Neceſſities. He 
is indeed that generous Creature you have ſpoke him. 

Mr. Gaywit. And have you not betrayed this gene- 
rous Creature to a Wretch ? 

Mrs. Modern. 1 fee you know it all By Heavens I 
have not: It was his own Jealouly, not my Deſign; 
nay, he importuned me to have diſcovered Lord Richly 
in the ſame manner; Oh, think not any Hopes could 
have prevailed on me to blaſt my Fame. No Reward 
could make me amends for that Loſs. Thou ſhalt fee 
by my Retirement I have a Soul too great ro encounter - 
Shame. 

Mr. Gaywit. I will try to make that Retirement 
eaſy to Jous and call me not ungrateful for attempt- 
ing to diſcomfit your Husband's Purpoſe, and preſerve 
my Friend. 

Mrs. Modern. I my ſelf will preſerve him; if my 
Husband purſues his Intentions, my Woman will 
ſwear that the Servant own'd he was hired to be a 
falſe Evidence againſt us. 

Mr. Caymit. Then ſince the Story is already publick, 
forgive this laſt Bluſh I am obliged to pur you to. 

Mrs. Madern. What do you mean? 

Mr. Gaywyt. Theſe Witneſſes muſt inform you, 


SCENE XI. 


Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, 
Mrs. Modern, Emilia, Capt. Merit. 
Mrs. Modern. Diſtragtion! Tortures! 
Mr. Gaywit. J have with Difficulty brought myſelf 


to give you this Shock; which nothing bur the Pre- 
ſervation 
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ſervation of the beſt of Friends could have extorted ; 
and which you ſhall be made amends for. 

Mr. Bella. Be not ſhocked, Madam; it ſhall be your 
Husband's Fault, if you are farther uneaſy on this Ac- 
count. 

Mr. Gaywit. Come, Madam, you may your ſelf reap 

a Benefir from whar I have done, fince it may pre- 
vent your being expoſed in another Place. 

Mrs. Modern, All Places to me are equal, except this. 

: Exit, 

Mrs. Bella. Her Misfortunes move my Compton 

Mr. Gaywit. It is generous in you, Madam, to pity 
the Misfortunes of a Woman, whoſe Faults are more 
her Husband's than her own. 


SCENE XII. 


Lord Richly, Mr. Modern, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bclla- 
mant, Mrs. Bellamanr, Emilia: 


L. Richly. Mr. Gaywit, upon my Word, you have 
the moſt ſplendid Levce I have ſeen. 

Mr. Gaywit. I am ſorry, my Lord, you have in- 
creaſed it by one who ſhould only grace the Keeper 
of Neugate's Levee; a Fellow whoſe Company is 
ſcandalous to your Lordſhip, as it is odious to us all. 

Mr. Bella. His Lordſhip is not the only Man who 
goes abroad with his Cuckold. 

L. Richly. Methinks you have invited a Gentleman 
to a very ſcurvy Entertainment. | 

Mr. Gaywit. You'll know, my Lord very ſhortly, 
wherefore he was invited, and how much you your 
ſelf are obliged to his kind Endeavours z for would his 
Wife have conſented to his Intreaties, this pretended 
- Diſcovery had fallen on you, and you had ſupplied that 
Gentleman's Place. 

L. Richly. A Diſcovery fallen on me! 

Cap. Merit. Yes, my Lord, the whole Company 
are Witneſſes to Mrs. Modern's Confeſſion of it; that 
he betrayed her to your Embraces with a Deſign to 
diſcover you in them. | | | 

Mr. Modern. My Lord, this is a bale Deſign to * 

| the 


your Bleſſing. 
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the humbleſt of your Creatures in your Lordſhip's 
Favour. | 

L. Richly. How it ſhould have that Effect I know 
not; for I do not underſtand a Word of what theſe 
Gentlemen mean. N 
Mr. Gaywit. We ſhall convince your Lordſhip; in 
the mean time I muſt beg you to leave this Apart- 
ment; you may proſecute what Revenge you pleaſe, 
bur at Law we ſhall dare to defy you. The Damages 
will not be very great, which are given to a voluntary 
Cuckold. 

Emilia. Tho' I ſce not why; for it is ſurely as much 
a Robbery to take away a Picture unpaid for, from the 
Painter who would fell it, as from the Gentleman 
who would keep ir. 

Mr. Modern, You may have your Jeſt, Madam, bur 
I will be paid ſeverely for it; 1 ſhall have a Time of 
laughing in my Turn. My Lord, your moſt obedient 

ervant. 


SCENE XIII. 


Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Captain 
Bellamant, Lady Charlotte, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 
Mr. Gaywit. He will find his Miſtake, and our Con- 
queſt ſoon enough; and now, my Lord, I hope you 
will ratify that Conſent you gave me this Morning, 
and compleat my Happineſs with this — | 

L. Richly. Truly, Nephew, you miſunderſtood me, 
if you imagined I promiſed any ſuch thing: However, 
tho' you know I might inſiſt on my Brother's Will; 
yet let Mr. Bellamant give his Daughter a Fortune 
equal to yours, and I ſhall not oppoſe it; and till then 
I ſhall not conſent. | 

Mr. Gaywit. Hah ! 

Cap. Bella. I hope your Lordſhip has not determined 
to deny every Requeſt; and therefore I may hope 

| [ Kneels. 

L. Richly. What does this mean ? | 

Cap. Bella. Lady Charlotte, my Lord, has given me 
this Right. Your Daughter— 

L. Richly, W hat of her? C ap. 
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Cap. Bella. Is my Wife. 
L. Richly. Your Wife! | 

Cap. Bella. Nay, if you will not give me your Bleſſing, 
you may let it alone: I would not kneel any longer to 
you, tho' you were the great Mogul. 

L. Richly. Very well! this is your doing, Mr. Bel- 
lamant, or rather my own. Confuſton ! my Eſtate, my 
Title, and my Daughter, all contribute ro aggrandize 
the Man I muſt hate, becauſe he knows I would have 
wronged him! Well, Sirs! whateverPleaſures you may 
ſeem to take at my ſeveral Diſappointments, I ſhall take 
very little Trouble to be revenged on any of you; 
being heartily convinced, that in a few Months you 
will be ſo many mutual Plagues to one another. 


SCENE thelf. 


Mr. Caywit, Mr. Bellamant, Captain Bellamant, Lady 
Charlotte, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 


Mr. Bella. Methinks, I might have been conſulted 
on this Affair. | 

La. Charl, We had no time for Conſultation z our 
Amour has been of a very ſhort Date. 

Capt. Bella. All our Love is to come, Lady Char- 
totte. 9 0 

La. Charl. 1 expect a deal of Love after Marriage, 
for what I have bated you before it. 

Capt. Bella. J never asked you the Queſtion till I 
was fure of you. 

La. Charl. Then you knew my Mind better than 
myſelf; for I never reſolved to have you, till T had you. 
Mr. Gaywit. Now, my dear Emilia, there is no Bar 
in our way to Happineſs. Lady Charlotte bas made my 
Lord's Conſent unneceſſary too: Your Father has al- 
ready bleſſed me with his, and it is now in your Power 
to make me the happieſt of Mankind. 

Emilia. I ſuppoſe, you follow my Brother's Method, 
and never ask till you are ſure of obtaining. 7 
Mr. Bella. Gaywit, my Obligations to you are be- 


yond my Power of repaying; and while I give you 


what 
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wh _ ask, I am ſtill heaping greater Favours on 
my ſelf. | 
* r. Gaywit. Think not ſo, when you beſtow on me 
more than any Man can merit. | 
Mr. Bella. Then take the little all I have, and may 
you be as bappy with her, as I am in theſe Arms; Em- 
bracing Mrs. Bellamant.] whence the whole World 
ſhould never eſtrange me more. | y 
Mrs. Bella. I am too happy in that Reſolution. 
Mr, Gaywit. Lady Charlotte / I made a Promiſe this 
Day to your Father in your Favour; which I am res 
ſolved to keep, tho* he hath broken his. I know, your 
good Nature and good Senſe will forgive a Fault 
which Love has made me commit— Love, which di- 
res our Inclinations in ſpight of equal and ſuperior 
Charms, Re ek 
La. Charl. No Excuſes, dear Sir, my Inclinations 


were as whimſical as yours. 


Capt. Bella. You have fairly got the Start, Lady 
Charlotte. 3 {a W 6% 

Mr. Gaywit. My Bellamant / my Friend ! my Father! 
What a Tranſport do I feet from the Proſpect of ad- 
ding to your future Happineſs! Let us henceforth be 
one Family, and have no other Conteſt but to outvy 
in Love. 2 | Got 

Mr. Bella. My Son! Oh! What Happineſs. do I 
owe to thy Fricndſhip, and may the Example of my 
late Misfortune warn thee to fly all ſuch Encounters; 
and ſince we ate ſetting out together in the Road to 
Tapping take this Truth from an experienced Tra- 
veller. 120 


However light che Conſequence may prove, — 
Which waits unmarried Libertines in Love, 
Be from all Vice divorc'd before you wed, 


And bury Falſhood in the bridal Bed. 
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. ... . OY TI, 


Spoken by Mrs. HERON. 


N dull Retirement e're I go to Grieve, 


Ladies, I am return'd, to take my Leave 
Prudes, I ſuppoſe, will, with their old good Nature, | 


Shew their great Vertue, and condemn the Creature : 
They fail not at th' Unfortunate to Flout, 

Not becauſe Naughty — but becauſe — found out. 
Why, faith — if theſes Diſcoveries ſucceed, 

Marriage will ſoon become a Trade, indeed / | 
This Trade, Pm ſure, will flouriſh in the Nation, 
"Twill be efteerm'd below no Man of Faſhion, | : 
To be a Member of the — Cuckold's Corporation 
What Int reft will be mad! what mighty doing, 

To be Directors for the Year enſuing / 

And "tis exceeding difficult to ſay, 

Which end of this chaſte Town wou'd win the Day : 
Ob! faou'd no Chance this Corporation fop, 

Where Hogs we find one Houſe, without a Shop ? 

How wou'd a Wife bung out, draw Beaux in Throngs ! 
To hire your Dears, lite Domino's, at Long's! 

There wou d be dainty Days / when every Ninny, 


' Might put them on and off — for half a Guinea! 


Oh ! to behold tb embroider'd Trader grin, 
My Wife's at Home— Pray, Gentlemen, walk in! 
Money alone Men will no more importune, 

When ev'ry Beauty makes her Husband's Fortune / 
MWbile Juries value Vertue at this Rate, 

Each Wife is (when diſvover'd) an Eſtate ! 


rs / 


E PILOGU 8. 
A Wife with Gold, is mixing Gall with Honey, 
But here you loſe your Wife by what you get your Money. 

And now, N obey a dull Poetic Sentence, 

In lonely Woods, I muſt purſue Repentancs ! 
27 Virgins pure, ye modeſs Mairons, lend 
Attentive Ears to your departing Friend ; 
If Fame, unſpotted, be the Thing you drive at, 
Be Vertuons, if you can, if not, be Private 
But hold !— hy fpou'd I leave my Siſter- Sinners, 
To dwell mong ſt Innocents, or young Beginners? 
Frailty will better with the Frail go down ; 
So hang the Stupid Bard /— TI fay in Town, 
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Lately Publiſh'd, in QUA R TO, the REN BOOKS. Printed 
on a fine ROYAL PAPER, Embelliſh'd with Copper Plates, viz. 


** PLUTARCEI chæronenſis VITE PARALLELA, cum Singulis ali- 


quot, Græce & Latine, in Quinque Volumina disiſæ. Adduntur Variantes 
LeRiones ex MSS, Codd. Veteres & Novæ, Doctorum Virorum Notz & Emen- 
dationes, & Indices accuratiſſimi. Recenſuit AUGUSTIN US BRIANus. 


DIONYSII LONGINT de SUBLIMITATE COMMENTARIUS, Grace : 
Quem nova Verſiane donavit, perpetuis Notis illuſtravit, plurimiſque in locis, 
tim auKoritate optimorum Manuſcriptorum, partim conjectutà, emendavit 
ZACHARIAS PEARCE, A. M. Regiz Majeſtati a Sacris Domeſticis, &c. 


p. TERENTIL COMOEDIAE ad Exemplar FAERNIANUM a PETRO 
VICTORIO editum Anno 1565, Summa fide recenſitae. Le&ore ſemper moni- 


to, ubi à FAERNO diſceditur. In hat inſupet Editione verſuum genera diverſa 


diligenter indicata ſunt; quicquid veto in iis difficile aut impeditum, nova 
quadam methodo tam facile redditur, ut quivis ſtatim intelligat. Accedunt 
FAERNI emendationes integrae, & quae alia erant in editione VICTORIANA, 
necnon Donati quaedam, cum Indice Locupletiſſimo. Recenſuit, notiſque auxit, 
& diſſertationem de metris comicis adjecit FRANCISCUS HARE, S. r. P. 


ry Decanus Wigornienſis, & Regiae Majeſtati 2 Sacris. 


OEUVREsS de Monſieur ROUSSEAU, en Deux Volumes: Reveue & 
Augmentee par l' Autheur, i 


OEUURES de RACINE, en Deux 1 Avec Je Nouvelles 
Eſtampes. 


Les ESSAIS de MICHEL Seigneur de Mo NT AIGNE. Nouvelle 
Edition, Faite ſur les plus anciennes & les plus correctes: augmentee de quel- 
ques Lettres de PAuteur;z & ou les Paſſages Grecs, Latins, & Italiens, ſont 
traduits plus fidellement, & citez plus exactement que dans aucune des Edi- 
tions precedentes. Avec de courtes Remarques; & de nouveaux Indices plus 
amples & plus utiles que ceux qui avoĩent paru juſqu'ici; Par PIERRE COSTE. 


La GIERUSALEMME LIBERATA di TORQUATO TASSO: Con le 
Figure di Bernardo Caſtelli, e le Annotatioui di Scipio Gentili e di Giulio 
Guaſtavini. Aggiuntovi la Vita dell' Autotre ſciitta da Gio. Battiſta Manſo, 


Marcheſe di Villa. E la Tavola delle Rime; con altte Agginute, e Corret- 


tioni. In Due Volumi. 
Printed ſor ]. T ods o Men. WATTS, 


Of whom may be had, Printed in FOLIO, 

ANTIQUITY EXPLAINED, and repreſented in SCULPTURES, by the 
Learned Father MONTFAUCON. In TEN TOMES. Tranſlated into Engliſh 
by DAVID HUMPHREYS, D. D. And Fellow of Trinity- College in Cambridge. 
And alſo the SUPPLEMENT, in FIVE TOMES. 
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BOOKS Printed for J. WaTTs, and Sold by 
the Bookſellers both of Town and Country, 


i- \ 
5 | A very curious Edition mQUARTO, of 
_ The B EGG AR's OPERA. 48 it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in 
Lincoln's Inn Fields. Written by Mr, GAT. - Nos bac novimus eſſe nibil. 
2 Mart. With the OUVERTURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the 
8, BASSES, (the OUVERTVURE and BASSES Compos'd by Dr. PE- 
it - PUSH) Curiouſly Engrav'd on COPPER PLATES. 
i- Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES, 
wn The MUSICAL MISCELLANY : Being a Colleſtion of CHOICE 
8 SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Set to MUSICK by the moſt emi- 
* nent MASTERS, (With the BASSES te each Pune, and Tranſpos'd for 
"x the FLUTE) Viz, 4 
P, Mr. Attilio. Mr. Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr. Gough. M. H. Purcell. 
& Mr. Betts. Mr. Grano. Mx. Ramondon. 
Mr. Bononcin!. Mr. Graves. Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
Mr, Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr. David Rizzie. 
les Mr, Brailsford. Mr, Handel. Mr. Seedo. 
Mr. Burgeſs. Mr. Haym. Mr. J. Sheeles. 
lle Mr. Carey. Mr. Holmes. Mr, Trevers. 
eh Mr. Charke. Mr. Holcomb. Mr. Vincent. 
nt Mr. Cole, Mr. Leveridge. Mx. Webber, 
di- Dr, Croft. Mr. Monro. Mr. Weldon, 
* Mr. Dieupart. Dr. Pepuſch. Mr. Whichello. 
"7 } Mr. Flemming. Mr. Potter, | Mr. Anth. Young. 
Mr. Galliard, 
* Fifty One NEW FABLES in verſe, (Invented for the Amuſement of 
ſo, His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. GA Y: With 
et- Fifty One Cutts, Deſign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by 
Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht, and Mr. Fourdrinier. The Third Edition. 
TRAGE DIES. 

PERIANDER, King of Corinth: A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the 
the Theatre Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. JOHN TRACY. 
lim Te which is prefix d, The HISTORY of PERIANDER: Extracted 
ge. from the moſt Authentick Greek and Latin Hiſtorians, and the Chevalier 


Ramſay's Cyrus, Addreſs'd to the Readers and Spectators of the Trage- 
dy of PERIANDER, | N | | 


 TIMOLEON, A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn, The Second — 


The FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE.'A Tragedy. Az it is Acted = 
the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-lan Fields, Written by Mr. Mitchell. The 
Fourth Edition Corrected. | 

DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS. A 
Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Originally 

Mr, W. Shakeſpearey and now Reviſtd and Adapted to the stage by Mr. 
T „the Author of Shokeſprave Reſtor d. 

The VIKGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy, As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Kichard Barford. 


The FATE of VILLANY. A Play. As it is Atted by the Company 
of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodmin's-Fields. 

The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or The Life and Death of TOM 
THUMB the GRE &T. As it is AQted at the Theatte in the Hay-Matket, 
With the Annotations of K. Soriblezus Secundus. 


COMEDIES. 


The MODERN HUSBAND. A Comedy. As it is Added at the 
Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, by his Majeſty's Servants, Written by Henry 
Fielding, 3 

The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LONDON, 
A Comedy. As it is Aded at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Seryants. 

Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber. The Second Edi- 
tion. | 

The LOTTERY. AFARCE, As it is Acced at the Theatre-Royal, 
by his Majeſty's Sexyants, With the Muſick prefix*d to each Song. 

The MODISH COUPLE, A comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre 
Royal, by His Majefly's Servants. Written by CHARLES BODENS, Eſq, 

The LOVER. 4 COMEDY. & it is Acted at the Theatre Royal 
in Drury-Lane; By His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. THEOPHI- 
LUS CIBBER, Comedian. Pane Foy 

The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN 4 or, the JUSTICE caught in his 
n TRAP. 4s it is Atted at the Theatte ia Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Wiit- 
ten by Mr. Fielding. | 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy. As it is Aﬀed at the 
Theatte Royal, by ths Majeſty's Servants, Wiitten by a Gentleman of Wad- 
Bam - College. | | 

The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Aﬀted at the Theatre in 
Goodman's-Fields, Written by Mr. Fielding. | 

The DISSEMBLED WANTON)} or, My SON get MONEY. A 
Comedy. As it is Aſted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn- Fields. Writ- 
ren by Mr. Welſted. | 3% 

LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. Az it is Added at 
the Thearre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Fielding. 

The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the TOWN. 
As Acted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. 

The WIDOW BEWITCA'D. A Comedy. As it is Ated at the 
Taeatre in Goodman's- Fields. | 

the LETTER-WRITERS; or, A New Way to keep a Wife at Home 
A Farce. As it is A&ed at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. Written by Scrib- 
lems Sccihidns, | 

NA OPERAS 


oy 


OPERAS with the MUSICE, | 
The BEGG AR's OPER A. As it is Add at the Theatre-Royat iu 
Lincoln's-lon Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To which 
is Added the Ouverture in Scorez With the Mulick prefix'd to each 
The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR's OPERA Tranſpos'd for 

the FLUTE, Containing Sixty Nine Airs. 9 
The DEVILto PAT; or, The WIVES METAMORPHOSD. As 
OPER A. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre- Royal in Pruty-Lane. By Mis 
Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of ihe Beggar's Wedding. With 

the Muſick prefix d to each Song, 

The HIGHLAND-FAIK; or UNION of the CLANS. An OPERA. 

As it is Acted at the Theati& Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants. 
Written by Mr. MITCHELL, With the MUSICK, (which wholly confiſts' of 
| $cors TUNES) Prefix'd to each Song. 2.4 

The JOVIAL CREW. A Oomie Opera. As it is Ated at the Theatre- 
Royal, by his Majeſty's Servants, 

SILVIA; or, the COUNTRY BURIAL. An Opera. As it is Acted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's - Inn Fields, With the Muſick preftix'd to 
each Song, Written byMr, LILLO, Author of the Tragedy of GEORGE 
BARNWELL. 

LOVI in a RIDDLE. A PASTORAL. As it is Aﬀted at the Thea- 
tre-Royal by His Majeſty's Servants. Witten by Mr. Cibber. With the Mu- 
ſick to cach Song. | | 

The VILLAGE OPERA. As it is A ded at the Thestie-Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Johnſon, With the Muſick prefix'd to 
each Song. b 
ö The LOVER's OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatte Royal in Dmry-Lane. 

Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, with Alterations: Aud the 
| Muſick prefix*d to each Song. 

MOMUS tuin'd FABULIST : Or, VULCAN's WEDDING, An Ope- 
ra: After the Manner of the B s Opera, As it is perform'd at the Thea- 
| tre-Royal. in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, With the Muſick prefixed to each Song. 
The FASHIONABLE LADY; or HARLEQUIN's OPERA, In 

the Manner of a REHEARSAL. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre in 
; Goodman's- Fields, Written by Mr. Ralph. With the Muſick prefix'd to each 


P.ATIE and PEGGY: Or, the FAIR FOUNDLING.” A Scotch Ballad 
. Opera. As it is Ated at the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane. With the Mu- 
; ſick prefix d to each Song. 
D. AMON and PHILLID.A : A Ballad Opera of One AR. As it is Per- 
formed at the Theatre in Drury-Lane. With the Muſick prefix d to each / 


The CHAMBER- MAID. A BALLAD OPER A of One Ac. As 
' it is Pecform'd at the Thestre- Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, With the 
. Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The QUAKER 's OPER A. As perform'd at Lee's and Harper's Great 
Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Faig, With the Muſick prefix d to each 


Song. - 
ROBIN HOOD. An OPERA, With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 
. The GN EROUS FREE-MASON : or, the CONSTANT LADY. With the 
| Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man Doodle. A Tragi-Comi-Farcical 
. Ballad Opera. In Three Acts. With the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 
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Zately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PIECES (mark'd thus * 
in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with curious CUT TS, De- 
lan d by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd 
by Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of 


*,* A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HISTO- 
KIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebtated Authors in ſeveral 
Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before. All New 
Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals. 


7 VOL. 1. Containing Vol. Iv. Containing 
An Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- The Happy slave. 
. courſe concerning the Original of | The Rival Ladies. 
' Romances. * The Loves of King Henry 11, and 
ZAYDE. Fair Roſamond; 
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery. 
* The Adventures of Melefithon. | The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
* The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady | Venice. 
Jane Grey. VOL.V. Containing 
* The Adventures on the-Black Moun- | The Little Gypſy. 
tains, > Ethelinda, | 
VOL. II. Containing The Amour of Count Palviano and 
The Princeſs of Cleves. Eleonora, 
The Fair Maid of the Inn. *The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip. Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex, 
Charon: or, The Ferry Boat, Scanderbeg the Great. 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. VOL. vi. Containing, | 
Vol. III. Containing, The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtracani of 
Don Carlos, | . , | . Lucca. 8 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. The Spauiſh Lady of England. 
The Curious Impettinent. The Lady Cornelia. 
* The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. the Hiſtory of Maſſaniello. 
The Prevalence of Blood. The Falſe Dutcheſs. 
The Liberal Lover. * Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 
The Beautiful Turk. Death of Mary Queen of Scot“. 


The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance. Done from 
- the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are added 
ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame Author. 

LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. To which is prefix'd a parti- 
cular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE. | Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 


The Third Edition of © 
Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of £&ſop' and Others. Newly done into 
Engliſh, With an Application to each Fable. IIluſt rated with Cutts. 
+ ==-= garrit aniles | 
Ex re Fabellas------ — - Hor, 


The Works of Mr. Henry Needler ; conſiſting of ORIGINAL POEMS, 
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS. Nemo parum diu 
vixit, qui Virtutis perfe&z perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contem- 
neada Morte, The Second Edition. Publit'd by Mr. Duncombe. 
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